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THE LADY OF LYNN

PROLOGUE

PROMOTION AND A BASTING

The happiest day of my life, up to that time, because I

should be the basest and the most ungrateful of men were

I not to confess that I have since enjoyed many days far

excelling in happiness that day, was the 20th day of June

in the year of Grace seventeen hundred and forty-seven.

For on that day, being my nineteenth birthday, I was

promoted, though so young, to be mate or chief officer

on board my ship, the Lady of Lynn, Captain Jaggard,

then engaged in the Lisbon trade.

In the forenoon of that day I was on board and on duty.

We were taking in our cargo. Barges and lighters were

alongside, and all the crew with the bargees were hoisting

and heaving and lowering and stowing with a grand yohoing

and chanting, such as is common, with oaths innumerable,

in the lading and the unlading of a ship. It was my duty

to see the casks and crates hoisted aboard and lowered into

the hold. The supercargo and the clerk from the counting-

house sat at a table on deck, and entered in their books

every cask, box, chest or bale. We took aboard and carried

away for the use of the Portingals, or any whom it might

1



2 THE LADY OF LYNN

concern, turpentine, tar, resin, wool, pig iron, and other

commodities brought by our ships from the Baltic or carried

in barges down the river to the Port of Lynn. These were

the things which we took out—what we brought home was
wine; nothing but wine; barrels, tuns, pipes, hogsheads,

casks of all kinds, containing wine. There would be in

our hold wine of Malmsey, Madeira, Teneriffe, Canary,

Alicante, Xeres, Oporto, Bucellas, and Lisbon ; all the

wines of Spain and Portugal ; the sweet, strong wines to

which our people are most inclined, especially our people

of Norfolk, Marshland, Fenland, Lincoln, and the parts

around. Thanks to the Port of Lynn and to the ships of

Lynn engaged in the Lisbon trade, there is no place in

England where this sweet, strong wine can be procured

better or at a more reasonable rate. This wine is truly

beloved of all classes ; it is the joy of the foxhunter after

the day's run ; of the justices after the ordinary on market-

day; of the Fellows in their dull, old colleges at Cam-
bridge ; of the Dean and Chapter in the sleepy Cathedral

close ; of the country clergy and the country gentry—yea,

and of the ladies when they visit each other. I say nothing

in dispraise of Rhenish and of Bordeaux, but give me the

wine that comes home in the bottoms that sail to and from
Lisbon. All wine is good, but that is best which warms
the heart and strengthens the body and renews the courage

—the wine of Spain and Portugal.

The Lady of Lynn was a three-masted, full-rigged ship

of 3S0 tons, a stout and strong-built craft, not afraid of

the Bay at its worst and wildest, making her six knots an
hour with a favourable breeze, therefore not one of your
broad, slow Dutch merchantmen, which creep slowly, like

Noah's ark, over the face of the waters. Yet she was full

in the beam, and capacious in the hold ; the more you put
into her the steadier she sat and the steadier she sailed.
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Man and boy I sailed in the Lady of Lynn for twenty-five

years, and I ought to know. We made, for the most part,

two, but sometimes three, voyages in the year, unless we

experienced bad weather, and had to go into dock. Bad
weather there is in plenty ; storms and chopping winds in

the Bay, beating up the Channel against east winds.

Things are always uncertain in the North Sea. Sometimes

the ship will be tacking day after day, getting a knot or

two in four-and-twenty hours, and sometimes she will be

two or three weeks crossing the Wash, which, as everybody

knows, is cumbered with shallows, and making way up the

Ouse, where a wind from the south or south-east will keep

a ship from reaching her port for days together. To be

sure, a sailor pays very little heed to the loss of a few days.

It matters little to him whether he is working on board or

in port. He is a patient creature, who waits all his life

upon a favourable breeze. And since he has no power over

the wind and the sea, he accepts whatever comes without

murmuring, and makes the best of it. Perhaps the wind

blows up into a gale, and the gale into a storm—perhaps

the good ship founders with all hands—nobody pities the

sailor—it is all in the day's work—young or old, everyone

must die—the wife at home knows that, as well as the man
at sea. She knew it when she married her husband. I

have read of Turks and pagan Mohammedans that they

have no fear or care about the future, believing that they

cannot change what is predestined. It seems to me a

foolish doctrine, because if we want anything we must work

for it, or we shall not get it, fate or no fate. But the

nearest to the Turks in this respect is our English sailor,

who will work his hardest in the worst gale that ever blew,

and face death without a pang, or a prayer, or a touch of

fear, because he trusted his life to the sea and the wind,

and he has no power to control the mounting waves or the

1—2



4 THE LADY OF LYNN

roaring tempest. It is as if one should say : 'I make a

bargain with the ocean, and with all seas that threaten and
every wind that blows. I say to them, " Suffer me to

make my living on a ship that you winds blow across the

seas, and in return I will give you myself and the ship and

the cargo—all your own—to take, if you please and when-

ever you please.
r>

' It is a covenant between them. Some-

times the sailor gets the best of it, and spends his old age

on dry land, safe after many voyages ; sometimes he gets

the worst of it, and is taken, ship and all, when he is quite

young. He cannot complain. He has made the bargain,

and must hold to it. But if one could sweep the bed of

the ocean and recover among the tangled seaweed and

the long sea serpents and monsters the treasures that lie

scattered about, how rich the world would be ! Perhaps

(but this is idle talk) the sea might some day sav :
' I am

gorged with the things that mankind call riches. My floor

is strewn thick with ribs of ships and skeletons of men, with

chests of treasures, bales and casks and cargoes. I have

enough. Henceforth there shall be no more storms, and

the ships shall pass to and fro over a deep of untroubled

blue, with a surface like unto a polished mirror I

1

Idle

talk ! And Avho would be a sailor then ? We should

hand the ships over to the women, and apprentice our

girls to the trade of setting sails of silk with ropes of

ribbons.

I will tell you presently how I was so fortunate as to be

apprenticed to so tine a craft as the Lady of Lynn. Just now
it is enough to set down that she was the finest vessel in the

little fleet of ships belonging to my young mistress, Molly

Miller, ward of Captain Crowle. There were eight ships, all

her own—the Lady of Lynn, the ship in which I served my
apprenticeship ; the Jolly Miller, named after her father

;

the Lovely Molly, after herself; the Joseph and Catherine,
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after her parents ; the Pride of Lynn, the Glory of Lynn,

the Beauty of Lynn, and the Honour of Lynn, which you

may take, if you like, as named after their owner. Molly

owned them all.

1 have to tell you, however, in this place, why one day

in especial must ever be remembered by me as the most

surprising and the happiest that I had ever known.

I was on the quarter-deck on duty when the boy came

up the companion saying that the Captain wanted to speak

to me. So I followed, little thinking of what he had to

say, expecting no more than some question about log or

cargo, such as the skipper is always putting to his officers.

In the Captain's cabin, however, I found sitting at the

table not only Captain Jaggard himself, but my old friend

and patron Captain Crowle. His jolly face was full of

satisfaction and good-humour, so that it gave one pleasure

only to look at him. But he sat upright, and assumed the

air of dignity which spoke of the quarter-deck. A man

who has walked that part of the ship in command doth

never lose the look of authority.

' John Pentecrosse,
1

he began, ' I have sent for you in

order to inform you that, on the recommendation of

Captain Jaggard here '—Captain Jaggard gravely inclined

his head in acquiescence— ' and with the consent of Miss

Molly, sole proprietor of this good ship, the Lady ofLynn,

I have promoted you to the rank of chief officer.''

' Sir I

1

I cried, overwhelmed, for, indeed, I had no reason

to expect this promotion for another two or three years,

' what can I say T

'We don't want you to say anything, Jack, my lad/

The Captain came down from the quarter-deck and

became my old friend again. ' Give me your hand.

You're young, but there's never a better sailor afloat, is

there, Captain Jaggard '?
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' None, Captain Crowle ; none, for his years.
1

'For his years, naturally. He's salt through and

through, isn't he, Captain Jaggard ?'

'And through, Captain Crowle.' My skipper was a

man of grave aspect and few words.

' Well, then, let us drink the lad's health.' And upon

that the cabin-boy, who needed no further order, dived

into the locker, produced a bottle, opened it, and placed

three glasses.

'No better Lisbon,
1
said Captain Jaggard, pouring it

out, ' goes even to the table of the King—God bless him !'

' Now, gentlemen,' Captain Crowle pushed a glass to me,

' first a glass to Miss Molly, my little maid. Jack, you've

been her playfellow and you're now her servant.'

' I could ask nothing better, Sir.
1

' I know, a good and zealous servant. Drink it off", a

full glass, running over, to Molly Miller.'

I obeyed, nothing loath.

' And now, Captain Jaggard, here's the health of your

new mate—long to serve under you—your right hand

—

your eyes open when you are off the deck—your sailing

master—the keeper of your log—Jack Pentecrosse, I drink

to your good luck.
1*****

That was the event which made this day the happiest

in my life. Another event, of which I thought little at

the time, was more important still in the after-conse-

quences. This was the humiliation of Sam Semple.

In the evening, as soon as I could get ashore, I repaired,

as in duty bound, to pay my respects to my young mistress.

She lived, being Captain Crowle's ward, in his house, which

was the old house with a tower, formerly built for some

religious purpose. It stands retired from the street with

a fair garden in front, a garden where I had played many
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hundreds of times with Molly when we were boy and girl

together.

This evening she was sitting in the summer-house, with

some needlework. Beside her sat her good old black

woman, Nigra.

'Jack!
1

she dropped her work and jumped up to meet

me. ' I thought you would come this evening. Oh ! are

you pleased?'

' You knew I should come, Molly. Why, have I not to

thank you for my promotion ?'

She gave me her hand with her sweet frankness and her

smiling face.

' I Mould make you Captain, Jack, but my guardian will

not hear of it. All in good time, though. I am only

waiting. I am proud of you, Jack, because everybody

speaks so well of you. I met your father this morning

and gave him the good news to rejoice his good old heart.

He was too proud to confess his joy. But we know him,

don't we, Jack ? Well, I confess that I shall not be happy

till you are Captain Pentecrosse, with a share in every

cargo.
1

' Nay, Molly, the ship is yours, and I am but your

servant—though a proud and joyful servant.
1

She shook her head. ' All you brave fellows,
1

she said,

' are going out to sea in storm and tempest to work for me.

Why should all these ships bring riches to me ? I have

done nothing. They ought to bring riches for those who
work.

1 That shows her tenderness of heart. Never have

I heard of any other woman who complained that her

servants worked to make her rich while she did nothing.

Yet the Vicar would rebuke her, saying that riches and

increase were the gifts of Providence, and that she must

accept the gifts plainly intended by Heaven. And Captain

Crowle spoke to the same effect, and my father, the school-
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master, also pointed out that in the Divine scheme there

were rich and there were poor ; the former for an example

and for an encouragement to industry ; the latter for the

virtues of duty, discipline, and contentment—things pleas-

ing in the eyes of the Lord. But still she returned to her

talk about the people who worked for her.

And then we sat and talked while Nigra went on with

her work, sitting at the feet of her mistress, whom she

watched all the time as a dog keeps one eye always upon

his master.

At this time my mistress, as I have said, was past sixteen

years of age, a time when many girls are already married.

But she was still a child, or a young girl, at heart, being

one of those who, like a fine Orleans plum, ripen slowly,

and are all the better for the time they take. In person,

if I may speak of what should be sacred, she was finely

made, somewhat taller than the average, her hair of that

fair colour which is the chief glory of the English maiden.

Lord ! If a Lisbon girl could show that fair hair with

those blue eyes, and that soft cheek, touched with the

ruddy hue and the velvet bloom of the September peach,

she would draw after her the whole town, with the King

and his court, and even the Grand Inquisitor and his

accursed crew of torturers. I know not how she was

dressed, but it was in simple fashion. Though so great an

heiress she went to church no more finely dressed than

any of the girls belonging to the better sort, save for a

substantial gold chain which had been her father's. And
this she always wore about her neck.

She was of a truly affectionate disposition, her mind

being as lovely as her face. In manners she was easy and

compliant ; in discourse, sometimes grave and sometimes

merry. As for her great possessions, she was so simple

in her tastes and habits, being in all respects like the
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daughter of a plain merchantman's skipper, that she under-

stood little or nothing of what these possessions meant,

or what they might bestow upon her. She was, in a word,

a plain and unaffected damsel, with no pretence of any-

thing superior to those around her. She was skilled in all

household matters, although so well read ; she could brew

and pickle, and make perfumes and cordials for the still-

room ; she could make cakes and puddings ; she knew how

to carve at table ; she had her poultry, her ducks, her pigs

and her dairy, in the fields within the walls hard by the

Lady's Mount. She was always busy, and therefore never

afflicted with the vapours or the spleen or the longing for

one knows not what which afflict the empty mind of the

idle and the fashionable dame. There were other good and

comely girls in King's Lynn. I might perhaps—I say it not

with boastfulness—have married Victory, daughter of the

Reverend Ellis Hayes, Curate of St. Nicholas. She was a

buxom wench enough and notable housewife. Or I might

have married Amanda, daughter of Dr. Worship, our

physician— she who married Tom Rising, and when he

broke his neck hunting the fox, afterwards married the

Vicar of Hunstanton. She, too, was a fine woman, though

something hard of aspect. But there was never, for me,

any other woman in the world than Molly, my mistress.

No one, however, must believe that there was any

thought or discourse concerning love between us. I had

been her companion and playfellow ; I knew her very mind,

and could tell at any time of what she was thinking.

Sometimes her thoughts were of high and serious things,

such as were inspired by the sermon ; mostly they were of

things simple, such as the prospects of the last brew or the

success of the latest cordial. Of suitors she had none,

although she was now, as I said, sixteen. There were no

suitors. I very well know why, because, perhaps for
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friendly reasons, Captain Crowle had told me something of

his ambition for his ward. She was too rich and too good

for the young men of Lynn—what would any of them do

with such an heiress ? She was too rich and too good even

for the gentlefolk of the county, a hearty, rough, good-

natured people, who hunted and shot and feasted and

drank—what would they do with an heiress of wealth

beyond their highest hopes—had they any knowledge of

her wealth ? But I believe that they had none. No one

knew the truth except the Captain. The girl was intended

by her guardian for some great man ; he knew not, as yet,

how he should find this great man ; but he knew that there

were very few even of the noble lords in the House of Peers

whose fortune or whose income would compare with that

of his ward—his little maid. And I, who knew this

ambition, knew also that I was trusted not to betray con-

fidence nor to disturb the girl's mind by any talk of love.

Now, the mind of a young maid piously disposed is like

the surface of a calm sea, which looks up to the sky and

reflects the Blue of Heaven, undisturbed ; till Dan Cupid

comes along and agitates the calm with the reflection of

some shepherd swain, and ripples the surface with new

thoughts which are allowed by Heaven, but belong not to

any of its Many Mansions.

Therefore we talked of everything except love; of the

Portugals and their people, and their horrid Inquisition

;

of the yarns told by sailors about the places they have

seen; and so forth. There was no talk about books,

because there were no books. A ready reckoner, a manual

of navigation, Moll's geography, a wages book, the Bible,

and the Book of Common Prayer, were the only books

belonging to the good old Captain. Nor in all Lynn,

save for the learned shelves of the Vicar and the Curate

of St. Nicholas, are there any books. It is not a town
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which reads or asks for books. Why, even on market-

days you will not see any stall for the sale of books such

as may be seen every week at Cambridge and at Norwich,

and even at Bury St. Edmund's. 'Tis, perhaps, a pity that

so many gentlemen, substantial merchants, and sea-captains

never read books. For their knowledge of the outer world

and the nations they trust to the sailors, who, to tell the

truth, know as much as any books can tell them. But

sailors are not always truthful. For their wisdom and their

conduct of life and manners these honest merchants depend

upon the Old and the New Testament ; or, since there are

some who neglect that treasury of Divine knowledge, they

trust to mere tradition and to proverbs, to the continua-

tion of their forefathers
1

habits and to the memory of what

their forefathers achieved.

The sun went down as we sat talking. The sun went

down and the soft twilight of June, the month which most

I love, because there is no darkness, and a man on watch

can discern ahead breakers and ships as well as the vast

circle of the rolling sea, fell upon us, and then Nigra

gathered her work together and arose.

' Come to supper, honey,
1

she said. ' Come, Massa Jack,
1

and led the way.

I have often, since I learned and understood things,

wondered at the simplicity with which Molly's guardian

thought it proper to bring up this young heiress, whose

hand he intended for some great personage as yet unknown.

He lived, for choice, in a small parlour overlooking his

neighbour's garden ; it was nearly as narrow as the cabin to

which he was accustomed. His fare was that which, as a

sailor, he considered luxurious. The staple, so to speak, was

salt beef or salt pork, but not quite so hard as that of the

ship's barrels. This evening, for instance, we sat down to a

supper consisting of a piece of cold boiled beef, somewhat
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underdone ; there was a cold chicken, a salad of lettuce,

spring onions, and fresh radishes, and a gooseberry pie

afterwards, with plenty of strong brown sugar. With

these dainties was served a jug of home-brewed—to my
mind a more delicious drink than any of the wine brought

home by the Lady of Lynn. I remember now how it

stood beside the Captain, with its noble head of froth

overtopping the brown jug in which it was drawn.

It had been a joyful day. It was destined to conclude

with an event neither joyful nor sorrowful—an act of

justice. For my own part, I could have sung and laughed

all through the supper; the more joyful because Molly

looked happy in my happiness. But there was something

wrong. When we talked and laughed the Captain laughed

with us, but not mirthfully. His face indicated a change of

weather, just as in the bay, before a storm, the waters grow

turbid, and I observed also that Molly's mother, though

she laughed with Molly and applauded our sallies, glanced

anxiously from time to time at the Captain, who was her

cousin as well as her child's guardian. And I knew not

what to make of these symptoms, because in the midst of

fine weather, with an open sea, a fine sky, and a favouring

breeze, one does not expect the signs of head-winds and

driving sleet. What it meant you shall learn, and why I

have said that the day was memorable for two reasons.

Supper over, the Captain, instead of turning round his

chair to the fireplace, filling his pipe, and calling for

another glass of October, as was expected, pushed back his

chair and rose with dignity.

' Jennifer,
1

he addressed Molly's mother, ' the Persuader.'

'Jennifer,' was Mrs. Miller's Christian name. She got

up and drew from the corner by the cupboard a stout crab-

tree cudgel, twisted and gnarled like the old tree from

which it came. ' lie not revengeful, John,' she said.
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c No, no. I am a Justice of the Peace. I am Captain on

my own quarter-deck. Punishment I shall bestow—not

revenge.
1

'Well, Johu. But he is young and you are old."
1

Captain Crowle laughed. ' Young, is he ? And I am
old, am I ? We shall see.

1

Someone was going to be tried, judged, found guilty,

sentenced, and to receive his sentence at once. The thing

was not unusual in the house of a Justice of the Peace.

'Come with me, Jack. It shall not be said that I

inflicted this punishment without a witness. All the

world shall know about it, if so be the culprit desires.

Come with me ; Jennifer, keep within, and if you hear

groans, praise the Lord for the correction of a sinner.
1

Greatly marvelling, I followed the Captain as he marched

out of the parlour. Arrived at the garden he looked

round. ' So I

1

he said, ' he has not yet come. Perhaps it

is light enough for you to read some of his pernicious

stuff.
1 With that he put his hand into his pocket and

drew forth a paper. ' Read that, Jack, I say ; read it.
1

I obeyed ; the twilight gave sufficient light for reading

the manuscript. Besides, the writing was large and in

bold characters. ' Why,1

I said, ' I know this writing. It

is Sam Semple's.
1

' Very good. Go on, therefore.
1

At the very first words I understood what had already

happened, and guessed, pretty well, what was going to

happen

:

' Molly divine ! Thy heavenly charms prevail,

As when the sun doth rise stars fade and pale.'

' No need for much more of the rubbish, Jack. Read

the last of it. I read it all, and it made me sick.'

' So, matchless maid, thy silence grants consent.

See, at thy feet, the poet's knee is bent

—
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When evening roses scatter fragrance faint,

And the sad Philomel renews his plaint.'

' Did ever man hear such stuff, Jack ? Go on.
1

' Within this bow'r afar from sight of men,
To-morrow, Wednesday, at the hour of ten,

That bow'r a shrine of Love and Temple fair,

I will await thee—Samuel Semple—there,'

; What do you think of that, Jack ? Samuel Semple

!

The ragged, skulking, snivelling, impudent son of a thieving

Exciseman ! A very fine lover for my little maid ! He

!

Will he ? Will he ?
1 The Captain grasped his cudgel

with resolution.

' Sir,
1

I said with submission, ' what did Molly say to

this precious epistle P
1

k Molly ? Dost think that I would let the little maid see

such ranting stuff? Not so. The black woman brought

the precious letters to me. There are three of them.

Wait, Jack, thou shalt see. Hush ! I hear his step. Let

us get into the summer-house and lie snug to see what

happens.
1

We stepped into the summer-house, now pretty dark,

and waited expectant.

Like the Captain, I was filled with amazement that

Samuel, whom I knew well, who was my schoolfellow,

should presume to lift his eyes so high. Alas ! There is

no bound or limit, I am assured, to the presumption of

such as this stringer of foolish rhymes. Yet I felt some

compunction for him, because he would most assuredly

receive a basting such as would cure him effectually of the

passion called love, so far as this object was concerned.

Presently we heard footsteps crunching the gravel.

' Snug, my lad. Lie snug,
1

whispered the Captain. We
heard the steps making their way along the path between

the gooseberry and currant bushes. Then they came out
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upon the grass lawn before the summer-house. ' The grass

is as big as a quarter-deck, Jack,"
1

said the Captain. ' I've

knocked down many a mutinous dog on the quarter-deck.

"Twill serve for the basting of a measly clerk.
1

The poet came to the summer-house, and stood outside

irresolute. He could not see the two occupants. He
hemmed twice aloud. There was no reply. ' Matchless

Molly V he whispered. " Divine maid ! I am here at thy

feet. Nymph of the azure sea, I am here."
1

' The devil you are f cried the Captain, stepping out.

' Why, here is a precious villain for you ! Jack, cut him

off' in the rear if he tries to get away. So-so, my young

quill-driver. You would poach on the preserves of your

betters, would you ? Would you ? Would you P
1 At

each repetition he banged the wooden post of the summer-

house with his cudgel.

The poet made no reply, but he looked to right and to

left and behind him for a way of escape, but found none,

for I was ready to bar his flight. Wherefore his shoulders

became rounded and his head hung down, and his knees

trembled. Samuel Semple was caught in a trap. Some
young fellows would have made a fight of it. But not

Samuel ; all he thought about was submission and non-

resistance, which might provoke pity.

' Three times, jackanapes, hast thou presumed to send

stuff to my ward. Here they are.
1 He took from me the

last sheet of doggerel verse and drew from his pocket two

more. ' Here they are—one—two—three—all addressed

to the matchless Molly. Why, thou impudent villain

—

what devil prompted thee to call her matchless Molly ?

Matchless to such as you ! Take that, Sirrah, and that.
1

They were laid on with a will. The poet groaned, but

made no reply—again looking vainly to right and left for

some way of escape.
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' Now, Sir,' said the Captain, ' before we go on to the

serious business, thou wilt eat this precious stuff—eat it

—

swallow it all—or, by the Lord !' again he raised the

cudgel, ' I will stuff it down thy throat.
1

' Oh ! Captain Crowle,
1

he murmured, ' I will eat it—

I

will eat it.'

The poet took the papers. They were dry eating, and,

I fear, tasteless, but in a few minutes he had swallowed

them all.

' They are down P
1

said the Captain. ' Now comes the

basting. And I would have you to understand, lump of

impudence, that it is my mercy only—my foolish mercy,

perhaps—that keeps me from sending you through the

town at the tail of a cart. Kneel down, Sir, in token of

repentance. What ? I say—kneel down.'

The basting which followed was really worthy of the

days when Captain Crowle, with his own hand, quelled a

mutiny and drove the whole crew under hatches. The

right hand at seventy was as vigorous as at forty. For my

own part I attempted no interference. The Captain was

wrathful, but he had command of himself. If he added to

the basting a running commentary of seagoing terms signi-

fying scorn and contempt, with the astonishment with

which a sailor always regards presumption, it was only to

increase the terror and the effect of the cudgelling. I am

quite certain that he was resolved in his own mind when

he should stop ; that is to say, when the justice of the case

should have been met and revenge would begin. And I

hold myself excused for not preventing any portion of this

commentary.

It was a poor, shrinking, trembling figure, full of bruises

and aches and pains, that presently arose and slunk away.

I should have felt sorry for him had he taken punishment

like a man. Why, I would maroon any of my crew who
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would cry and grovel and snivel when tied up for his three

dozen. It made one sick and ashamed to see him and to

hear him.

' Mercy, Captain ! Oh ! enough, good Captain ! Oh,

Captain, I confess. I deserve it all. Never again, Cap-

tain ! Oh ! forgiveness—forgiveness V And so on. I

say, it made me sick and ashamed. When all was over I

followed him to the garden gate. ' Oh ! Jack,
1

he groaned,

' you stood by and saw it all. I am a dead man. He shall

be hanged for it. You are the witness. I am nothing

but a bag of broken bones—ribs and collar-bones and skull.

I am a poor unfortunate murdered man. I am done to

death with a cudgel.
1

' Go home,' I said. ' You a man ? You cry like a

whipped cur. Murdered ? Not you. Cudgelled you are,

and well you deserved it. Go home and get brown paper

and vinegar, and tell all the town how you have been

cudgelled for writing verses to your matchless maid. They

will laugh, Sam Semple. They will laugh."'

The Captain went back to the parlour, somewhat flushed

with the exercise.

* Justice,' he said, ' has been done, without the cart and

the cat. My pipe, Jennifer, and the home-brewed. Molly,

my dear, your very good health.
1

A day or two afterwards we heard that Sam Semple had

gone to London to make his fortune. He was carried

thither in the waggon that once a week makes the journey

to London, returning the following week. But when Sam

Semple came back it was in a chaise, with much splendour,

as in due course you shall hear. You shall also hear of

the singular gratitude with which he repaid the Captain

for that wholesome correction.

2



CHAPTER I

MY LOKD 1
S LEVEE

It is three years later. We are now in the year 1750.

At twelve o'clock in the morning the anteroom of the

town-house of the Right Honourable the Earl of Fylingdale

was tolerably filled with a mixed company attending his

levee. Some were standing at the windows ; some were

sitting ; a few were talking ; most, however, were unknown
to each other, and if they spoke at all, it was only to ask

each other when his Lordship might be expected to appear.

As is customary at a great lord's levee, there were

present men of all conditions ; they agreed, however, in

one point : they were all beggars. It is the lot of the

nobleman that he should be chiefly courted for the things

that he can give away, and that the number of his friends

and the warmth of their friendship depend upon the

influence he is supposed to possess in the bestowal of

places and appointments.

Among the suitors this morning, for instance, was a

half-pay captain who sought for a company in a newly-

raised regiment; he bore himself bravely, but his face

betrayed his anxiety and his necessities. The poor man
would solicit his Lordship in vain, but this he did not

know, and so he would be buoyed up for a time with new

hopes. Beside him stood a lieutenant in the navy who

wanted promotion and a ship. If good service and
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wounds in battle were of any avail he should have com-

manded both, but it is very well known that in the Royal

Navy there are no rewards for gallantry ; men grow old

without promotion; nothing helps but interest; a man

may remain a midshipman for life without interest ; never

has it been known that without interest a ship has been

bestowed even upon the most deserving officer and after

the most signal service. The lieutenant, too, would be

cheered by a promise, and lulled by false hopes ; but that

he did not know.

One man wanted a post in the Admiralty ; the pay was

small, but the perquisites and the pickings were large ; for

the same reason another asked for a place in the Customs.

A young poet attended with a subscription list and a

dedication. He thought that his volume of verse, once

published, would bring him fortune, fame, and friends.

He, too, would be disappointed. The clergyman wanted

another living ; one of the fat and comfortable non-resident

livings ; a deanery would not be amiss ; he was even ready

to take upon himself the office of bishop, for which,

indeed, he considered that his qualifications admirably

fitted him. Would his Lordship exercise his all-powerful

influence in the matter of that benefice or that promo-

tion ?

A young man, whose face betrayed the battered rake,

would be contented even with carrying the colours in the

Cape Coast Regiment, if nothing better could be had.

Surely his Lordship would procure so small a thing as

that! If nothing could be found for him, then—the

common side of the Kings Bench Prison and rags and

starvation until death released him. Poor wretch ! He

was on his way to that refuge, but he knew it not ; for

my Lord would promise to procure for him what he

wanted.

2—2
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So they all waited, hungry and expectant, thinking how
best to frame their requests ; how best to appear grateful

before there was any call for gratitude. Surely a nobleman

must grow wearied with the assurances of gratitude and

promises of prayers. His experience must teach him that

gratitude is but a short-lived plant ; a weed which

commonly flourishes for a brief period and produces

neither flowers nor fruit ; while as for the prayers, though

we may make no doubt that the fervent prayer of the

righteous availeth much, we are nowhere assured that the

prayers of the worldly and the unrighteous are heard on

behalf of another, while there is no certainty that the

promised petition will ever be offered up before the

Throne. Yet the suitors day after day repeat the same

promise, and rely on the same belief. ' Oh ! my Lord,"
1

they say or sing with one accord, ' your name
;
your voice ;

your influence ; it is all that I ask. My gratitude ; my
lifelong gratitude ; my service ; my prayers will all be

yours.'

Soon after twelve o'clock the doors of the private apart-

ments were thrown open and his Lordship appeared,

wearing the look of dignity and proud condescension com-

bined, which well became the star he wore and the ancient

title which he had inherited. His age was about thirty, a

time of life when there linger some remains of youth and

the serious responsibilities are as yet with some men hardly

felt. His face was cold and proud and hard ; the lips

firmly set ; the eyes keen and even piercing ; the features

regular ; his stature tall but not ungainly, his figure manly.

It was remarkable, among those who knew him intimately,

that there was as yet no sign of luxurious living on face

and figure. He was not, so far, swelled out with wine and

punch ; his neck was still slender ; his face pale, without

any tell-tale marks of wine and debauchery ; so far as
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appearance goes he might pass, if he chose, for a person of

the most rigid and even austere virtue. This, as I have

said, was considered remarkable by his friends, most of

whom were already stamped on face and feature and figure

with the outward and visible tokens of a profligate life.

For, to confess the truth at the very beginning, and not

to attempt concealment or to suffer a false belief as

regards this nobleman, he was nothing better than a cold-

blooded, pitiless, selfish libertine, a rake, and a voluptuary,

one who knew and obeyed no laws save the laws of (so-

called) honour.

These laws allow a man to waste his fortune at the

gaming-table ; to ruin confiding girls ; to spend his time

with rake-hell companions in drink, and riot, and de-

bauchery of all kinds. He must, however, pay his

gambling debts ; he must not cheat at cards ; he must be

polite in speech ; he must be ready to fight whenever the

occasion calls for his sword and the quarrel seems of suffi-

cient importance. Lord Fylingdale, it must be owned,

was not among those who find their chief pleasure in

scouring the streets and in mad riot. You shall learn, in

due course, what forms of pleasure chiefly attracted him.

I have said that his face was proud. There was not, I

believe, any man living in the whole world who could

compare with Lord Fylingdale for pride. An overwhelm-

ing pride sat upon his brow ; was proclaimed by his eyes

and was betrayed by his carriage. With such pride did

Lucifer look round upon his companions, fallen as they

were, and in the depths of hopeless ruin.

In many voyages to foreign parts I have seen something

of foreign peoples; every nation possesses its own nobility;

I suppose that king, lords and commons is the order de-

signed for human society by Providence. But I think that

there is nowhere any pride equal to the pride of the
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English aristocracy. The Spaniard, if I have observed him

aright, wraps himself in the pride of birth as with a cloak;

it is often a tattered cloak ; poverty has no terrors for

him so long as he has his pride of birth. Yet he tolerates

his fellow-countrymen, whom he does not despise because

they lack what most he prizes. The English gentleman,

whether a peer or only a younger son, or a nephew or a

cousin, provided he is a sprig of quality, disdains and

despises all those who belong to the world of work, and

have neither title, nor pedigree, nor coat of arms. He
does not see any necessity for concealing this contempt.

He lacks the courtesy which would hide it in the presence

of the man of trade or the member of a learned profession.

To be sure, the custom of the country encourages him,

because to him is given every place and every preferment.

He fills the House of Commons as well as the House of

Lords ; he commands our armies, our regiments, even the

companies in the regiments ; he commands our fleets and

our ships ; he holds all the appointments and draws all

the salaries ; he makes our laws, and, as Justice of the

Peace, he administers them ; he receives pensions, having

done nothing to deserve them ; he holds sinecures which

require no duties. And the people who do the work—the

merchants who bring wealth to the country ; the manufac-

turers ; the craftsmen ; the farmers ; the soldiers who fight

the wars which the aristocracy consider necessary ; the

sailor who carries the flag all over the world—all these are

supposed to be sufficiently well rewarded with a livelihood

while they maintain the nobility and all their kin in luxury

and in idleness, and are rewarded and treated with con-

tempt.

I speak of what I have myself witnessed. This man's

pride I have compared with the pride of Lucifer. You
shall leam, while I narrate the things which follow, that
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he might well be compared, as regards his actions as well,

with that proud and presumptuous spirit.

He was dressed in a manner becoming to his rank.

Need we dwell upon his coat of purple velvet, his em-

broidered waistcoat, his white silk stockings, his ruffles and

cravat of lace, his gold buckles and his gold clocks, his

lace hat carried under his arm, his jewelled sword-hilt and

the rings upon his fingers ? You would think by his dress

that his wealth was equal to his pride, and, by his recep-

tion of the suitors, that his power was equal to both pride

and wealth together.

The levee began. One after the other stepped up to

him, spoke a few words, received a few words in reply, and

retired, each apparently well pleased, for promises cost

nothing. To the poet who asked for a subscription and

proffered a dedication my Lord promised the former, ac-

cepted the latter, and added a few words of praise and

good wishes. But the subscription was never paid, and

the dedication was afterwards altered, so far as the super-

scription, to another noble patron. To the clergyman who

asked for a country living then vacant, my Lord promised

the most kindly consideration, and bade him write his

request and send it him by letter for better assurance of

remembrance. To the officer he promised his company as

only due to gallantry and military skill; to the place-

hunter he promised a post far beyond the dreams and the

hopes of the suppliant. Nothing more came of it to either.

The company grew thin ; one after the other the suitors

withdrew to feed on promises, which is like opening your

mouth to drink the wind. But 'twas all they got.

Anions: those who remained to the last was a man in

the dress of a substantial shopkeeper, with a brown cloth

coat and silver buttons. He, when his opportunity arrived,

advanced and bowed low to my Lord.
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' Sir,
1
said his Lordship, with gracious but cold looks,

' in what way may I be of service to you P
1

' With your Lordship's permission, I would seek a place

in your household—any place, scullion in the kitchen or

groom to the stable—any place."
1

' Why should I give you a place ? Have I room in my
household for every broken cit ?'

' My Lord ; it is to save me from bankruptcy and the

King's Bench. It is to save my wife and children from

destitution. There are already many shopkeepers in West-

minster and the City who have been admitted servants in

the household of noblemen. It is no new thing ; your

Lordship must have heard of the custom.
1

' I do not know why I should save thy family or thyself.

However, this is the affair of my steward. Go and see

him. Tell him that a place in my household will save

thee from bankruptcy and prison. It may be that a place

is vacant.
1

The man bowed again and retired. He knew very well

what was meant. He would have to pay a round sum for

the privilege. This noble lord, like many others of his

rank, took money, through his steward, for nominal places

in his household, making one citizen yeoman of his dairy

—in Leicester Fields, perhaps, where no dairy could be

placed ; another, steward of the granaries, having in the

town neither barns nor storehouses nor ricks ; a third,

clerk to the stud-book, having no racehorses, and so on.

Thus justice is defeated, a man's creditors may be defied,

and a man may escape payment of his just debts.

When he Avas gone, Lord Fylingdale looked round the

room. In the window stood, dangling a cane from his

wrist, a gentleman dressed in the highest and the latest

fashion. In his left hand he held a snuff-box, adorned

with the figure of a heathen goddess. To those who knew
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the meaning of fashion, it was evident that he was in the

front rank, belonging to the few who follow or command
the variations of the passing hour. These descend to the

smallest details. I am told that the secrets of the inner

circle, the select few who lead the fashion, are displayed

for their own gratification in the length of the cravat, the

colour of the sash, the angle of the sword, the breadth of

the ruffles, the width of the skirts, the tie of the wig.

They are also shown in the mincing voice and the affected

tone, and the use of the latest adjectives and oaths. Yet,

when one looked more closelv, it was seen that this gallant

exterior arrayed an ancient gentleman whose years were

proclaimed by the sharpening of his features, the wrinkles

of his face, the crows
1

feet round his eyes, and his bending

shoulders, which he continually endeavoured to set square

and upright. Hat in one hand, and snuff-box in the

other, he ambled toward his Lordship on tiptoe, which

happened just then to be the fashionable gait.

' Thy servant, Sir Harry.
1 My Lord offered him his

hand with condescension. ' It warms my heart to see

thee. Therefore I sent a letter. Briefly, Sir Harry,

wouldst do me a service T
' I am always at your Lordship's commands. This, I

hope, I have proved.
1

1 Then, Sir Harry, this is the case. It is probable that,

for certain private reasons, I may have to pay a visit to a

country town—a town of tarpaulins and traders, not a

town of fashion.
1

Sir Harry shuddered. ' Patience, my
friend. I know not how long I shall endure the barbaric

company. But I must go—there are reasons—let me
whisper—reasons of State—important secrets which call

me there.
1

Sir Harry smiled, and looked incredulous. ' I

want, on the spot, a friend
1—Sir Harry smiled again, as

one who began to understand— ' a friend who would appear
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to be a stranger. Would you, therefore, play the part of

such a friend T
' I will do whatever your Lordship commands. Yet, to

leave town at this season '—it was then the month of

April—'the Assembly, the Park, the card-table, the

society of the ladies.
1

' The loss will be theirs, Sir Harry. To lose their old

favourite—oh ! there will be lamentations at the rout.

Perhaps, however, we may find consolations."'

' Impossible. There are none out of town, except at

Bath or Tunbridge/
' The ladies of Norfolk are famous for their beauty/

' Hoydens, I know them.

' " I who erst beneath a tree

Sang Bumpkinet and Bowzybee,
And Blouze'ind and Marian bright

In aprons blue and aprons white,"

as Gay hath it. Hoydens, my Lord, I know them. They

play whist and dance jigs."'

'The Norfolk gentlemen drink hard, and the wine is good."
1

' Nay, my Lord, this is cruel, for I can drink no longer/

' I shall find other diversions for you. It is possible—

I

say—possible—that the Lady Anastasia may go there as

well. She will, as usual, keep the bank if she does go."
1

The old beau's face cleared, whether in anticipation of

Lady Anastasia's society or her card-table I know not.

'My character, Sir Harry, will be in your hands. I

leave it there confidently. For reasons—reasons of State

—it should be a character of
'

'I understand. Your Lordship is a model of all the

virtues/

'My friends flatter me. My secretary will converse

with thee further on the point/

Sir Harry retired, bowing and twisting his body some-

thing like an ape.
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Then a gentleman in scarlet presented himself.

' Your Lordship's most obedient,
1

he said with scant

courtesy. ' I come in obedience to your letter—for

commands. 1

' Colonel, you will hold yourself in readiness to so into

the country. There will be play—you may lose as much
as you please—to Sir Harry Malyns or to anyone else

whom my secretary will point out to you. Perhaps you

may have to receive a remonstrance—even a rough ad-

monition—from me. We are strangers, remember, and I

am no gambler, though I sometimes take a card.
1

' I await your Lordship's further commands. 1

So he, too,

retired. A proper, well-set-up figure he was, with the

insolence of the trooper in his face and signs of strong

drink on his nose. Anyone who knew the town would set

him down for a half-pay captain, a sharper, a bully, a

roysterer, one who lived by his wits, one who was skilled in

billiards, and commonly lucky at any game of cards.

Perhaps such a judgment of the gallant Colonel would not

be far wrong.

There remained one suitor. He was a clergyman dressed

in a fine silk cassock with bands of the whitest, and a noble

wig of the order ecclesiastic. I doubt if the Archbishop

himself had a finer. He looked in all respects a divine

of the superior kind ; a dean, perhaps ; an archdeacon,

perhaps ; a canon, rector, vicar, chaplain with a dozen

benefices, no doubt. His thin, slight figure carried a head

too big for his body. His face was sallow and thin, the

features regular ; he bore the stamp of a scholar and had

the manner of a scoffer. He spoke as if he was in the

pulpit, with a voice loud, clear, and resonant, as though

the mere power of hearing that voice diffused around him
the blessings of virtue and piety and a clear conscience.

' Good my Lord,
1

he said, * I am, as usual, a suppliant.
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The Rectory of St. Leonard le Size, Jewry, in the City, is

now vacant. With my small benefices in the country it

would suit me hugely. A word from your Lordship to the

Lord Mayor—the Rectory is in the gift of the Corporation

—would, I am sure, suffice.''

' If, my old tutor, the thing can be done by me, you may

consider it as settled. There are, however, I would have

you to consider, one or two scandals still outstanding, the

memory of which may have reached the ears of the City.

These City people, for all their ignorance of fashion, do

sometimes hear of things. That little affair at Bath, for

instance
1

' The lady hath since returned to her own home. It is

quite blown over and forgotten. My innocency is already

well known to your Lordship.
1

'Assuredly. Has that other little business at Oxford

blown over? Are certain verses still attributed to the

Reverend Benjamin Purdon?
-
'

His Reverence lightly blew upon his fingers. 'That

report is now forgotten : but 'tis a censorious world. One

man is hanged for looking over a gate while another steals

a pig and is applauded. As for the author of these verses,

he still remains undiscovered. The verses themselves—

a

deplorable fact—are handed about, I hear, for the joy of

the undergraduates.''

' Next time, then, steal the pig. Frankly, friend Purdon,

thy name is none of the sweetest, and I doubt if the Bishop

would consent. Meantime, you are living, as usual, I sup-

pose, at great expense."'

' At small expense, considering my abilities ; but still at

greater expense than my slender income will allow. Am I

not your Lordship's domestic chaplain ? Must I not keep

up the dignity due to the position ?'

'Your dignity is costly. I must get a bishopric or a
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deanery at least for you. Meantime I have a small service

to ask of you.
-1

4 Small ? My Lord, let it be great ; it cannot be too

great.'

' It is that you go into the country for me.
1

'Not to Bath, or to Oxford?
1

His Reverence betrayed

an anxiety on this point which was not quite in harmony
with his previous declarations.

' Not to either. To another place where they know not

thy name or thy fame. Very good. I thought I could

depend upon your loyalty. As for arrangements and
time, you will hear from my secretary.'' So my lord turned

on his heel and his chaplain was dismissed. He remained

for a moment, looking after his master doubtfully. The
order liked him not. He was growing old and would have

chosen, had he the power of choice, some fat City benefice,

with the two or three small country livings that he had
already.

He was tired of his dependence ; perhaps he was tired of

a life that ill became his profession
; perhaps he could no

longer enjoy it as of old. There was, at least, no sign of

repentance as there was no touch of the spiritual life in his

face, which was stamped with the plain and visible marks
of the world, the flesh, and the Devil. What is that

stamp? Nobody can paint it, or describe it; yet it is

understood and recognised whenever one sees it. And it

stood out legible, so that all those who ran might read it

upon the face of this reverend and learned Divine.

When the levee was finished and everybody gone, Lord
Fylingdale sank into a chair. I know not the nature of

his thoughts, save that they were not pleasant, for his face

grew darker every moment. Finally, he sprang to his feet

and rang the bell. ' Tell Mr. Semple that I would speak
with him,' he ordered.
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Mr. Semple, the same Samuel whom you have seen under

a basting from the Captain, was now changed, and for the

better. His dress was simple. No one could guess from

his apparel the nature of his occupation. For all pro-

fessions and all crafts there is a kind of uniform. The

divine wears gown and cassock, bands and wig which pro-

claim his calling ; the lawyer is also known by his gown, and

marks his rank at the bar by coif and wig ; the attorney

puts on broadcloth black of hue ; the physician assumes

black velvet, a magisterial wig, and a gold-headed cane.

The officer wears the King's scarlet; the nobleman his

star ; the sprig of quality puts on fine apparel and takes

an air and manner unknown to Cheapside and Ludgate

Hill
; you may also know him by his speech. The

merchant wears black velvet, with gold buttons, gold

buckles, white silk stockings, and a gold-laced hat ; the

shopkeeper substitutes silver for gold, and cloth for velvet

;

the clerk has brown cloth, metal buttons and worsted

stockings. As for the crafts, has not each his own jacket,

sleeves, apron, cap, and badge ?

But for this man, where would we place him ? What call-

ing did he represent ? For he wore the flowered waistcoat

—somewhat frayed and stained—of a beau, and the black

coat of the merchant ; the worsted stockings of the clerk

and his metal buttons. Yet he was neither gentleman,

merchant, shopkeeper, clerk, nor craftsman. He was a

member of that fraternity which is no fraternity, because

there is no brotherhood among them all ; in which every

man delights to slander, gird at, and to depreciate his

brother.

In other words, he wore the dress—which is no uniform

—of a poet. At this time he also called himself secretary

to his Lordship, having, by ways known only to himself,

and by wrigglings up back stairs, and services of a kind
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never proclaimed to the world, made himself useful. The

position also granted him, as it granted certain tradesmen,

immunity from arrest. He had the privilege of walking

abroad through a street full of hungering creditors, and

that not on Sundays only, like most of his tribe, but on

every day in the week.

He obeyed the summons, and entered the room with a

humble cringe.

' Semple,' said his Lordship, crossing his legs and

playing with the tassel of his sword-knot, ' I have read

thy letter
,

' Your Lordship will impute
'

' First, what is the meaning of the preamble ?'

' I have been your Lordship's secretary for six months.

I have therefore perused all your Lordship's letters. I

have also, in my zeal for your Lordship's interests, looked

about me. And I discovered—what I ventured to state

in that preamble/

'Well, sir?'

' Namely, that the Fylingdale estates are gone so far as

your Lordship's life is concerned—but—in a word—all is

gone. And that—your Lordship will pardon the plain

truth—your Lordship's credit cannot last long, and that

—I now touch a most delicate point to a man of your

Lordship's nice sense of honour—the only resource left is

precarious.'

' You mean ?'

' I mean—a certain lady and a certain bank.'

' How, sir ? Do you dare ? What has put this suspicion

into your head ?'

' Nay, my Lord. I have no thought but for your Lord-

ship's interests, believe me.'

' And so you tell me about the rustic heiress, and you

propose a plan
'
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' I have had the temerity to do so."
1

' Yes. Tell me once more about this girl—and about

her fortune."'

' Her name is Molly Miller ; she is an orphan ; her

guardian is an honest sailor who has taken the greatest

care of her property. She was an heiress already when her

father died. That was eighteen years ago ; she is now

nineteen."
1

' Is she passable—to look at ? A hoyden with a high

colour, I warrant.
1

* A cream-coloured complexion touched with red and

pink ; light hair in curls and blue eyes ; the face and figure

of a Venus ; the sweetest mouth in the world and the

fondest manner.
1

' Hang me if the fellow isn't in love with her himself!

If she is all this, man, why not apply yourself for the post

of spouse P
1

' Because her guardian keeps off all would-be lovers, and

destines his ward for a gentlemen at least—for a nobleman,

he hopes.
1

' He is ambitious. Now as to her fortune.
1

' She has a fleet of half a dozen tall vessels—nay, there

are more, but I know not how many. I was formerly

clerk in a counting-house in the town, and I learned a

great deal—what each is worth, and what the freight of

each voyage may produce—but not all. The Captain, her

guardian, keeps things close. My Lord, I can assure you,

from what I learned in that capacity, and by looking into

old books, that she must be worth over a hundred thousand

pounds—over a hundred thousand pounds ! My Lord,

there is no such heiress in the City. In your Lordship's

interests I have inquired in the taverns where the merchants
1

clerks congregate. They know of all the City heiresses.

The greatest at this moment is the only daughter of a
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tallow-chandler, who has twenty thousand to her name.

She squints.''

' Why have you given me this information ? The girl

belongs to your friends—are you anxious for her happiness ?

You know my way of life. Would that way make her

happier P
1

The man made no reply.

* Come, Semple, out with it. Your reasons ? Gratitude

to me ? Or revenge upon an enemy P
1

The man coloured. He looked up ; he stood upright,

but for a moment only. Then his eyes dropped, and his

shoulders contracted.

' Gratitude, my Lord, to you,' he replied. ' Revenge ?

Why, what reasons should I have for revenge F
1

' How should I know of any ? Let it be gratitude,

then."'

' I have ventured to submit—not a condition, but a

prayer/

' I have read the clause. I grant it. On the day after

the marriage, if the plan comes to anything, I will present

thee to a place where there are no duties and many per-

quisites. That is understood. I would put this promise

in writing, but no writing would bind me more than my
word.

1

' Yet, I would have the promise in writing.
1

' You are insolent, sirrah.
1

' I am protecting myself. My Lord, I must speak

openly in this matter. How many promises have you

made this morning ? I stood aside and listened. How
many will you keep? I must not be pushed aside with

such a promise.
1

Lord Fylingdale made no reply.

' I offer you a fortune of a hundred thousand pounds,

and more.
1
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' I can now take this fortune without your assistance/

' With submission, my Lord, you cannot. I know too

much I

1

1 What shall I write, then P
1

' I am only reasonable. The girl's fortune when you

have it will go the same way as your rents and woods

have gone. Provide for me, therefore, before you begin

to spend that money/
' Semple, I did not think you had so much courage. A

dozen times at least I have been on the point of kicking

you out of the house. Very well, then."
1 He sat up.

' Give me paper and a pen, and I will write this promise."
1

Semple laid paper and pen upon the table.

4 Let me presume so far as to dictate the promise,
1

he

said. ' " I undertake and promise that on the day after my
marriage with the girl named Molly Miller I will give

Samuel Semple such a place as will provide him for life

with a salary of not less than ot
J200 a year.

11

So—will your

Lordship sign it P
1

He took up this precious paper as soon as it was signed,

read it aloud, folded it, and put it in his pocket.

* What next F
1

asked his patron.

' I am preparing a scheme which will give a plausible

excuse for your Lordship's visit to the town. I have

already suggested that certain friends should prepare the

way. The lady's guardian has prejudices in favour of

morality and religion. They are, I know, beneath your

Lordship's notice, yet still, it will be, in fact, necessary

that your Lordship's character shall be such as will com-

mend itself to this unfashionable old sailor.
1

' I have already taken steps upon this point. The girl,

you say, has no lover.
1

' She has no lover. Your lordship's rank; your manner;

your appearance will certainly carry the day. By contrast
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alone with the country bumpkins the heart of the girl will

be won."'

' Mr. Semple '—his Lordship yawned— ' do you suppose

that the heart of the girl concerns me ? The heart of the

girl—and you call yourself my secretary ! Go and com-

plete your scheme— of gratitude— of gratitude, not

revenge.''

8—2



CHAPTER II

THE LADY ANASTASIA

The Lady Anastasia was in her dressing-room in the

hands of \ierjriseur, the French hairdresser, and her maid.

She sat in a deshabille", which was a loose robe, called, I

believe, a nightgown, of pink silk trimmed with lace,

which showed the greater part of a very well-shaped arm ;

she had one slipper off and one slipper on, which showed

a very small and well-shaped foot, but no one was there to

see it. Her maid was busy at the toilette-table, which

was covered with glass bottles containing liquids of attrac-

tive colour, silver patch-boxes, powder-boxes, powder-puffs,

cosmetics in pots, and other mysterious secrets into which

it would be useless and fruitless to inquire. The artist for

his part was laboriously and conscientiously building the

edifice—object of so much ingenuity and thought—called

a ' head.'

She was in the best temper imaginable. When you

hear that she had won overnight the sum of one hundred

and twenty guineas you will understand that she had

exactly that number of reasons for being satisfied with the

world. Moreover, she had received from an admirer a

present in the shape of a piece of china representing a

monkey, which, she reflected with satisfaction, would

awaken in the minds of her friends the keenest feelings of

envy, jealousy, hatred, longing, and despair.
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The Lady Anastasia was the young widow of an old

peer ; she was also the daughter of an earl and the sister

of his successor. She therefore enjoyed the freedom of

a widow, the happiness natural to youth, and all the

privileges of rank. No woman could be happier. It was

reported that her love of the card-table had greatly im-

paired her income ; the world said that her own private

dowry was wholly gone and a large part of her jointure.

But it is a spiteful world—all that was known for certain

was that she played much, and that she played high.

Perhaps Fortune in a mood of penitence was giving back

what she had previously taken away. The contrary is

commonly the case, viz., that Fortune, which certainly

takes away with alacrity, restores with reluctance.

Perhaps, however, the reports were not true.

She kept a small establishment in Mount Street ; her

people consisted of no more than two footmen, a butler,

a lady's-maid, a housekeeper, and three or four maids, with

two chairmen. She did not live as a rich woman ; she

received, it is true, twice a week, on Sundays and

Wednesdays, but not with any expense of supper and

wine. Her friends came to play cards, and she held the

bank for them. On other evenings she went out and

played at the houses of her friends.

Except for fashions and her dress—what fine woman
but makes that exception ?—she had no other occupation,

no other pursuit, no other subject of conversation, than

the playing of cards. She played at all games and knew

them all ; she sat down with a willing mind to ombre,

faro, quadrille, basset, loo, cribbage, all fours, or beggar

my neighbour; but mostly she preferred the game of

hazard when she herself kept the bank. It is a game
which more than any other allures and draws on the

player, so that a young man who has never before been
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known to set a guinea on any card, or to play at any

game, will, in a single night, be filled with all the ardour

and eagerness of a practised gamester—will know the

extremes of joy and despair, and will regard the largest

fortune as bestowed by Providence for no other purpose

than to prolong the excitement and the agony of a

gamester.

While the Lady Anastasia was still admiring the china

monkey set upon the table so that she might gaze upon it

and so refresh her soul, and while the friseur was still

completing her head, Lord Fylingdale was announced.

The lady blushed violently ; she sat up and looked

anxiously in the glass.

'Betty,
1
she cried, 'a touch of red—not much, you

clumsy creature ! Will you never learn to have a lighter

hand ? So ! that is better. I am horribly pale. His

Lordship can wait in the morning-room. You have

nearly finished, monsieur ? Quick, then ! The last

touches. Betty, the flowered satin petticoat. My fan.

The pearl necklace. So,"' she looked again at the glass,

' am I looking tolerable, Betty T
' Your ladyship is ravishing,' said Betty, finishing the

toilette. In truth, it was a very pretty creature if one

knew not how much was real and how much was due to

art. The complexion was certainly laid on ; the hair was

powdered and built up over cushions and pillows ; there

were patches on the cheek ; the neck was powdered ; eyes,

naturally very fine, were set oft' and made more lustrous

with a touch of dark powder ; the frock and petticoat and

hoop were all alike removed from Nature. However, the

result was a beautiful woman of fashion, who is far

removed indeed from the beautiful woman as made by the

Creator. For her age, the Lady Anastasia might have

been seven-and-twenty, or even thirty—an age when, with
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some women, the maturity of their beauty is even more

charming than the first sprightly loveliness of youth.

She swam out of the room with a gliding movement

then the fashion, and entered the morning-room, where

Lord Fylingdale awaited her.

' Anastasia !' he said softly, taking her hand. ' It is

very good of you to see me alone. I feared you would be

surrounded with courtiers and fine ladies, or with singers,

musicians, hairdressers, and other baboons. Permit me,
1

he raised her hand to his lips. ' You look divine this

morning. It is long since I have seen you look so per-

fectly charming.'
1

The lady murmured something. She was one of those

women who like, above all things, to hear praises of what

most they prize, their beauty, and to believe what they

most desire to be the truth, the preservation and perfect-

ing of that beauty.

' But you came to see me alone. Was it to tell me that

I look charming? Other men tell me as much in com-

pany/
* Not altogether that, dear lady, though that is some-

thing. I come to tell you of a change of plans.
1

' You have heard that the Grand Jury of Middlesex has

presented me by name as a corruptor of innocence and I

know not what because I hold my bank on Sunday

nights T
' I have heard something of the matter. It is almost

time, I think, to give these presumptuous shopkeepers a

lesson not to interfere with the pursuits of persons of rank.

Let them confine themselves to the 'prentices who play at

pitch and toss.
1

' Oh ! what matters their presentment ? I shall continue

to keep the bank on Sunday nights. Now, my dear lord,

what about these plans ? What is changed V
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' We thought, you remember, about going to Tunbridge

in July.
1

< Well ? Shall we not go there P
1

' Perhaps. But there is something to be done first.

Let me confide in you '

' My dear lord, you have never confided in anybody.'
1

* Except in you. I think you know all my secrets, if I

have any. In whom else can I confide ? In the creatures

who importune me for places ? In friends of the green

table ? In friends of the racecourse ? My dear Anastasia,

you know, I assure you, as much about my personal affairs

as I know myself.
1

' If you would always speak so kindly
1—her eyes became

humid, but not tearful. A lady of fashion must not spoil

her cheek by tears.

' Well, then, the case is this. You know of the condi-

tion of my affairs—no one better. An opportunity pre-

sents itself to effect a great improvement. I am invited

by the highest personage to take a more active part in the

affairs of State. No one is to know this. For reasons

connected with this proposal I am to visit a certain town

—a trading town—a town of rough sailors, there to

conduct certain inquiries. There is to be a gathering at

this town of the gentry and people of the county. Would

you like to go, my dear friend ? It will be next month.
1

* To leave town—and in May, just before the end of the

season P
1

'There will be opportunities, I am told, of holding a

bank, and a good many sportsmen
—

'tis a sporting county

—may be expected to lay their money. In a word,

Anastasia, it will not be a bad exchange.
1

'And how can I help you? Why should I go

there T
' By letting the people, the county people, understand
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the many virtues and graces which distinguish my
character. No one knows me better than yourself.'

The lady smiled. ' No one,
1

she murmured.
4 or can speak with greater authority on the subject.

There will be certain of our friends there—the Parson

—

Sir Harrv—the Colonel '

J

' Pah ! A beggarly crew ! and blown upon ! They are

dangerous.
1

'Not at this quiet and secluded town. They will be

strangers to you as well as to me. And they will be use-

ful. After all, in such a place you need an opening.

They will lead the way.
1

The lady made no response.

' I may call it settled, then P
1 He still held her hand.

' If you would rather not go, Anastasia, I will find some-

one else. But I had hoped 1

She drew away her hand. ' You are right,
1

she said

;

' no one knows you so well as myself. And all I know
about you is that you are always contriving some devilry.

What is it this time ? But you will not tell me. You
never tell me.

1

' Anastasia, you do me an injustice. This is purely a

political step.
1

' As you will. Call it what you please. I am your

servant—you know that—your handmaid—in all things

—

save one. Not for any other woman, Ludovick—not for

any other—unfortunate—woman will I lift my little finger.

Should you betray me in this respect
1

He laughed.

* A woman ? And in that company ? Rest easy, dear

child. Be jealous as much as you please, but not with

such a cause.
1

He touched her cheek with his finger ; he stooped and
kissed her hand, and withdrew.
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The Lady Anastasia stood awhile where he left her.

The joy had gone out of her heart ; she trembled ; she was

seized with a foreboding of evil. She threw herself upon

the sofa and buried her face in her hands, and, forgetful

of paste and patch and paint, she suffered the murderous

tears to destroy that work of art—her finished face.



CHAPTER III

THE ' SOCIETY
,

OF LYNN

It was about seven o'clock in the evening of early April,

at the going down of the sun, that I was at last able to

drop into the dinghy and go ashore. All day and all night,

and all the day before, we had been beating through the

shallows of the Wash and the narrow channel of the Ouse.

We had laid her to her mooring off' the Common Stath, and
made all taut and trim ; the captain had gone ashore with

the papers ; the Custom House officer had been aboard ; we
were to begin breaking cargo on the morrow. The ship

was the Lady of Lynn, 380 tons, Robert Jaggard, master

mariner, being captain, and I still the mate or chief officer.

There was no better skipper in the port of Lynn than

Captain Jaggard; there was no better crew than that

aboard the Lady ofLynn; not a skulker or a lubber in the

whole ship's company ; and though I say it myself, I dare

affirm that the mate did credit to his ship as much as the

captain and the crew. We were in the Lisbon trade ; we
had therefore come home laded with casks of the rich

strong wine of the country ; the port and Lisbon sherry

and Malaga, besides Madeira and the wine of Tencriffe and
the Grand Canary. Our people of the Marshland and the

Fens, and those of Lincolnshire and Norfolk, where the

strong air and the east winds kill all but the stoutest,

cannot have too much of this rich wine ; they will not
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drink the lighter wines of Bordeaux, which neither fire the

blood nor mount to the head. A prosperous voyage we

had made ; the Bay of Biscay suffered us to cross with no

more than half a gale ; the Lady of Lynn, in fact, was

known in port to be a lucky ship—as lucky as her owner

—lucky in her voyages and lucky in her cargoes.

At the stairs of the Common Stath Yard I made fast

the painter and shipped the sculls. And there, waiting

for me, was none other than my good old friend and

patron, Captain Crowle.

The Captain was by this time well advanced in life,

being past seventy years
;
yet he showed little touch of

time ; his honest face being still round and full ; his eyes

still free from lines and crow's-feet ; his cheek ruddy and

freckled, as if with the salt sea-breeze and the driving

spray. He was also as upright as any man of thirty, and

walked with as firm a step, and had no need of the

stout stick which he carried in his hand, as a weapon and

a cudgel for the unrighteous, more than a staff for the

bending knees of old age.

'What cheer—ahoy?
1

he shouted from the quay as I

dropped over the side into the dinghy. 'What cheer,

Jack?
1

he repeated when I ran up the steps. Tve seen

the skipper. Come with me to the Crown 1—but the

proper place for mates was the Duke's Head. 'Nay, it

shall be the Crown. A bowl of punch shall welcome back

the Laxly of Lynn? He turned and looked at the ship

lying in the river at her moorings among the other craft.

' She's as fine a vessel as this old port can show—and she's

named after as fine a maid. Shalt see her to-morrow,

Jack, but not to-night.'

' I trust, sir, that she is well and in good spirits.
1

' Ay—ay. Nothing ails her—nothing ails her, Jack.
1

He pointed with his stick. 'Look how she flourishes.
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There are fifteen tall ships moored two and two off the King's

Stath, and half a dozen more off the Common Stath. Count

them, Jack. Six of these ships belong to the little maid.

Six of them—and two more are afloat, of which one is

homeward bound, and should be in port soon if all goes

well. Eight noble ships, Jack, are hers. And the income

of nigh upon eighteen years, and houses and broad lands.

' She has a prudent guardian, Captain.'

' May be—may be. I don't deny, Jack, but I've done

the best I could. Year after year the money mounteth

up more and more. You love her, Jack, and therefore I

tell you these things. And you can keep counsel. I talk

not in the Market Place. No one knows her wealth but

you and me. They think that I am part owner. I let

them think so, but you and I know better, Jack.'

He nodded his head, looking mighty cunning.
1 She cannot be too wealthy or too prosperous, Captain.

I know full well that her prosperity only increases the gulf

between us ; but I had long ago understood that such an

heiress was not for a mate on board a merchantman.'
' She is not, Jack,

1

the Captain replied gravely. ' Already

she is the richest heiress in all Norfolk—perhaps in the

whole country. Who is to marry her ? There, I confess,

I am at a loss. I must find a husband for her. There's

the rub. She may marry any in the land ; there is none

so high but he would desire a wife so rich and so virtuous.

Where shall I look for a husband fit for her ? There are

admirals, but mostly too old for her ; she ought to have a

noble lord, yet, if all tales be true, they are not fit most

of them to marry a virtuous woman. Shall I give Molly

to a man who gambles and drinks and rakes and riots?

No, Jack, no; not for twenty coronets. I would rather

marry her to an honest sailor like yourself. Jack, my
lad, find me a noble lord, as like yourself as one pea is like
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another, and he shall have her. He must be as proper a

man ; as strong a man ; a clean liver ; moderate in his cups

. . . find him for me, Jack, and he shall have her.'

' Well, but, Captain, there are the gentlemen of Norfolk.''

' Ay ! there are, as you say, the gentlemen. I have

considered them, Jack. Molly is not a gentlewoman by

birth, I know that very well ; but her fortune entitles her

to marry in a higher rank. Ay ! there are the gentlemen.

They are good fox-hunters ; they are good at horse-

racing; but they are hard drinkers, alack; they are

fuddled most evenings ; my little maid must not have a

husband who is put to bed drunk every night.'

' You must take her to London, Captain, and let her be

seen.''

' Ay, ay, if I only knew where to go and how to begin.
1

' She is young ; there is no need for hurry
;
you can

wait awhile, Captain.
1

' Ay, we can wait awhile. I shall be loath to let her

go, God knows. Come to-morrow, Jack. She was always

fond of you ; she talks about you ; 'tis a loving little maid

;

you played with her and ran about with her. She never

forgets. The next command that falls in—but I talk too

fast. Well—when there is a ship in her fleet without a

captain—but come, my lad.
1

He led the way, still talking of his ward and her perfec-

tions, through the narrow street they call Stath Lane into

the great Market Place where stands the Crown Inn.

The room appropriated to the ' Society of Lynn,1
which

met every evening all the year round, was that on the

ground floor looking upon the Market Place. The
' Society,' or club, which is never dissolved, consists of

the notables or better sort of the town ; the Vicar of

St. Margaret's ; the Curate of St. Nicholas ; the master of

the school—my own father ; Captain Crowle and other
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retired captains ; the doctor ; some of the more substantial

merchants ; with the Mayor, some of the Aldermen, the

Town Clerk, and a Justice of the Peace or two. This

evening most of these gentlemen were already present.

Captain Crowle saluted the company and took his seat

at the head of the table. ' Gentlemen,'' he said, ' I wish

you all a pleasant evening. I have brought with me my
young friend, Jack Pentecrosse—you all know Jack—the

worthy son of his worthy father. He will take a glass

with us. Sit down beside me, Jack.
1

' With the permission of the Society,
1

I said.

Most of the gentlemen had already before them their

pipes and their tobacco. Some had ordered their drink

—a pint of port for one ; a brown George full of old ale

for another ; a flask of Canary for a third ; and so on.

But the Captain, looking round the room, beckoned to

the girl who waited. ' Jenny,
1

said he, ' nobody calls for

anything to-night except myself. Gentlemen, it must

be a bowl—or a half-dozen bowls. Tell your mistress,

Jenny, a bowl of the biggest and the strongest and the

sweetest. Gentlemen, you will drink with me to the next

voyage of the Lady of Lynn.''

But then a thing happened which drove all thoughts of

the Lady of Lynn out of everybody's mind. That toast

was forgotten.

The news was brought by the doctor, who was the last

to arrive.

It was an indication of the importance of our town that

a physician lived among us. He was the only physician

in this part of the country ; he practised among the

better sort, among the gentlemen of the county round
about Lynn, and even further afield in the northern parts

of the shire ; and among the substantial merchants of the

town. For the rest, there were the apothecary, the barber
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and blood-letter, the bone-setter, the herbalist, and the

wise woman. Many there are, even among the better

sort, who would rather consult the woman who knows

the powers of every herb that grows than the physician

who would write you out the prescription of Mithridates

or some other outlandish name composed of sixty or

seventy ingredients. However, there is no doubt that

learning is a fine thing, and that Galen knew more than

the ancient dames who sit in a bower of dried herbs and

brew them into nauseous drinks which pretend to cure all

the diseases to which mankind is liable.

Dr. Worship was a person who habitually carried

himself with dignity. His black dress, his white silk

stockings, his gold shoe-buckles, the whiteness of his lace

and linens, his huge wig, his gold-headed cane with its

pomander, proclaimed his calling; while the shortness of

his stature, with the roundness of his figure, his double

chin, his thick lips, and his fat nose, all assisted him in the

maintenance of his dignity. His voice was full and deep,

like the voice of an organ, and he spoke slowly. It has,

I believe, been remarked that dignity is more easily

attained by a short, fat man than by one of a greater

stature and a thinner person.

At the very first appearance of the doctor this evening

it was understood that something had happened. For he

had assumed an increased importance that was phenomenal;

he had swollen, so to speak ; he had become rounder and

fuller in front. Everybody observed the change ; yes, he

was certainly broader in the shoulders ; he carried himself

with more than professional dignity ; his wig had risen

two inches in the fore top, and had descended four inches

behind his back ; his coat was not the plain cloth which

he wore habitually in the town and at the tavern, but the

black velvet which was reserved for those occasions when
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he was summoned by a Person of Quality or one of the

county gentry, and he carried the gold-headed cane with

the pomander-box, which also belonged to those rare

occasions.

' Gentlemen,
1

he said, looking around the room slowly

and with emphasis, so that his change of manner and of

stature—for men so seldom grow after fifty—and the

emphasis with which he spoke and looked, gathering to-

gether all eyes, caused the company to understand, without

any possibility of mistake, that something had happened

of great importance. In the old town of Lynn Regis it is

not often that anything happens. Ships, it is true, come

and go ; their departures and their arrivals form the staple

of the conversation ; but an event apart from the ships, a

surprise, is rare. Once, ten years before this evening, a

rumour of the kind which, as the journals say, wanted

confirmation, reached the town that the French had

landed in force and were marching upon London. The

town showed its loyalty by a resolution to die in the last

ditch; the resolution was passed by the Mayor over a

bowl of punch ; and though the report proved without

foundation, the event remained historical ; the loyalty and

devotion of the borough—the King's own Borough—had

passed through the fire of peril. The thing was remem-

bered. Since that event nothing had happened worthy of

note. And now something more was about to happen

;

the doctor's face was full of importance ; he clearly brought

great news.

Great news, indeed ; and news forerunning a time un-

heard of in the chronicles of the town.

'Gentlemen,
1

the doctor laid his hat upon the table,

and his cane beside it. Then he took his chair, adjusted

his wig, and put on his spectacles, after which, laying his

hands upon the arms of the chair, he once more looked

i
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round the room, and all this in the most important, digni-

fied, provoking, interesting manner possible. ' Gentlemen,

I have news for you.
1

As a rule this was a grave and a serious company ; there

was no singing ; there was no laughing : there was no

merriment. They were the seniors of the town ; re-

sponsible persons ; in authority and office ; substantial, as

regards their wealth ; full of dignity and of responsibility.

I have observed that the possession of wealth, much more

than years, is apt to invest a man with serious views.

There was little discourse because the opinions of everyone

were perfectly well known ; the wind ; the weather ; the

crops ; the ships ; the health or the ailments of the

company, formed the chief subjects of conversation. The
placid evenings quietly and imperceptibly rolled away with

some sense of festivity—in a tavern every man naturally

assumes some show of cheerfulness, and at nine o'clock the

assembly dispersed.

Captain Crowle made answer, speaking in the name of

the society, ' Sir, we await your pleasure.
-1

' My news, gentlemen, is of a startling character. I will

epitomize or abbreviate it. In a word, therefore, we are

all about to become rich.''

Everybody sat upright. Rich ? All to become rich ?

My father (who was the master of the Grammar School)

and the Curate of St Nicholas shook their heads like

Thomas the Doubter.

' All you who have houses or property in this town ; all

who are concerned in the trade of the town ; all who direct

the industries of the people—or take care of the health of

the residents—will become, I say, rich.
1 My father and

the curate, who were not included within these limits,

again shook their heads, nodded expressively, but kept

silence. Nobody, of course, expects the master of the
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Grammar School or a curate ever to become rich. Fortune

has no such gifts for them.

' We await your pleasure, sir,'' the Captain repeated.

' Rich ! You said that we were all to become rich,
1

mur-

mured the Mayor, who was supposed to be in doubtful

circumstances. ' If that were true
1

' I proceed to my narrative.'' The doctor pulled out a

pocket-book, from which he extracted a letter. ' I have

received,
1

he went on, ' a letter from a townsman—the

young man named Samuel Semple—Samuel Semple,
1

he

repeated with emphasis, because a look of disappointment

fell upon every face.

' Sam Semple,
1

growled the Captain. ' Once I broke a

stick across his back.
1 He did not, however, explain why

he had done so. ' I wish I had broken two. What has

Sam Semple to do with the prosperity of the town P
1

' You shall hear,
1

said the doctor.

' He would bring a book of profane verse to church

instead of the Common Prayer,
1

said the Vicar.

' An idle rogue,
1

said the Mayor. ' I sent him packing

out of my counting-house.
1

' A fellow afraid of the sea,
1

said another. ' He might

have become a supercargo by this time.
1

' Yet not without some tincture of Greek,
1

said the

schoolmaster; 'to do him justice, he loved books.
1

' He made us subscribe a guinea each for his poems,
1

said the Vicar. ' Trash, gentlemen, trash ! My copy is

uncut.
1

' Yet,
1

observed the Curate of St. Nicholas, ' in some

sort, perhaps, a child of Parnassus. One of those, so to

speak, born out of wedlock, and, I fear me, of uncertain

parentage among the Muses, and unacknowledged by any.

There are many such as Sam Semple on the slopes of that

inhospitable hill. Is the young man starving, doctor?

4—2
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Doth he solicit more subscriptions for another volume?

It is the pay of the distressed poet.
1

The doctor looked from one to the other with patience,

and even resignation. They would be sorry, he meant

them to think, that they had offered so many interruptions.

When it seemed as if everyone had said what he wished to

say, the doctor held up his hand, and so commanded

silence.



CHAPTER IV

THE GRAND DISCOVERY

' Mr. Sam Semple,1 the doctor continued with emphasis on

the prefix, to which, indeed, the poet was not entitled in

his native town, ' doth not ask for help ; he is not starv-

ing ; he is prosperous ; he has gained the friendship, or the

patronage, of certain persons of quality. This is the

reward of genius. Let us forget that he was the son of a

Custom House servant, and that he proved unequal to the

duties of a clerk. He has now risen. We will welcome one

whose name will in the future add lustre to our town.
1

The Vicar shook his head. ' Trash,
1 he murmured, ' trash.

1

' Well, gentlemen, I will proceed to read the lettei'.
1

He unfolded it, and began with a sonorous ' Hum. 1

' " Honoured Sir,
11

' he repeated the words. ' " Honoured

Sir,
11—the letter, gentlemen, is addressed to myself—ahem !

to myself. " I have recently heard of a discovery which

will probably affect in a manner so vital the interests of my
beloved native town, that I feel it my duty to communicate

the fact to you without delay. I do so to you rather than

to my esteemed patron, the Worshipful the Mayor, once

my master, or to Captain Crowle, or to any of those who
subscribed for my volume of Miscellany Poems, because

the matter specially and peculiarly concerns yourself as a

physician, and as the fortunate owner of the spring or well

which is the subject of the discovery.
11 The subject of the
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discovery, gentlemen. My well—mine/ He went on: '"You

are aware, as a master in the science of medicine, of the

curative properties of various spas or springs in the country

—the names of Bath, Tunbridge Wells, and Epsom are

familiar to you ; so doubtless are those of Hampstead and

St. Chad^s, near London. It now appears that a certain

learned physician, having reason to believe that similar

waters exist, as yet unsuspected, at King's Lynn, has pro-

cured a jar of the water from your own well—that in your

garden.
11 My well, gentlemen, in my own garden !

" And,

having subjected it to a rigorous examination, has dis-

covered that it contains, to a much higher degree than

any other well hitherto known to exist in this country,

qualities, or ingredients, held in solution, which make this

water sovereign for the cure of rheumatism, asthma, gout,

and all disorders due to ill humours or vapours—concern-

ing which I am not competent so much as to speak to one

of your learning and skill.
111

' He has,
1

said the schoolmaster, ' the pen of a ready

writer. He balances his periods. I taught him. So far

he was an apt pupil.
1

The doctor resumed.
' " This discovery hath already been announced in the

public journals. I send you an extract containing the

news.
11

I read this extract, gentlemen.
1

It was a slip of printed paper, cut from one of the

diurnals of London, and ran as follows :

—

' " It has been discovered that at King's Lynn, in the

county of Norfolk, there exists a deep well of clear water,

whose properties, hitherto undiscovered, form a sovereign

specific for rheumatism and many similar disorders. Our

physicians have already begun to recommend the place as

a Spa, and it is understood that some of their patients

have resolved upon betaking themselves to this newly-
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discovered cure. The distance from London is no greater

than that of Bath. The roads, it is true, are not so good,

but at Cambridge it is possible for those who do not travel

in their own carriages to proceed by way of barge or tilt

boat clown the Cam and the Ouse, a distance of only forty

miles, which in the summer should prove a pleasant

journey."'''

' So far,' the doctor informed us, ' for the printed in-

telligence. I now proceed to finish the letter. " Among
others my patron, the Right Honourable the Earl of

Fvlingdale, has been recommended by his physician to try

the newly-discovered waters of Lynn as a preventive of

gout. He is a gentleman of the highest rank, fashion, and

wealth, who honours me with his confidence. It is pos-

sible that he may even allow me to accompany him on his

journey. Should he do so I shall look forward to the

honour of paying my respects to my former patrons. He

tells me that other persons of distinction are also going to

the same place, with the same objects, during the coming

summer.
1 ''

'

( You hear, gentlemen,'' said the doctor, looking round,

' what did I say ? Wealth for all—for all. So. Let me

continue. "Sir, I would with the greatest submission

venture to point out the importance of this event to the

town. The nobility and gentry of the neighbourhood

should be immediately made acquainted with this great

discovery ; the clergy of Ely, Norwich, and Lincoln ; the

members of the University of Cambridge ; the gentlemen

of Boston, Spalding, and Wisbech should all be informed.

It may be expected that there will be such a concourse or

flocking to Lynn as will bring an accession of wealth as

well as fame to the borough of which I am a humble

native. I would also submit that the visitors should find

Lynn provided with the amusements necessary for a Spa.
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I mean music ; the assembly ; a pump-room ; a garden ; the

Ball ; the masquerade ; the card-room ; clean lodgings
;

good wine and fish, flesh and fowl in abundance. I humbly

ask forgiveness for these suggestions, and I have the

honour to remain, Honoured Sir, your most obedient

humble servant, with my grateful service to all the gentle-

men who subscribed to my verses, and thereby provided

me with a ladder up which to rise.

—

Samuel Sample/''

At this moment the bowl of punch was brought in and

placed before the Captain with a tray of glasses. The

doctor folded his letter, replaced it in his pocket-book, and

took off his spectacles.

' Gentlemen, you have heard my news. Captain Crowle,

may I request that you permit the Society to drink with

me to the Prosperity of the Spa—the Prosperity of the

Spa—the Spa of Lynn.''

' Let us drink it,' said the Captain. ' To the newly-

discovered Spa. But this Samuel—Samuel Semple—the

name sticks.
1

The toast was received with the greatest satisfaction,

and then, when the punch was buzzed about, there arose a

conversation so lively and so loud that heads looked out of

windows in the square wondering what in the world had

happened with the Society. Not a quarrel, surely. Nay,

there was no uplifting of voices ; there was no anger in the

voices ; nor was it the sound of mirth ; there was no note

of merriment ; nor was it a drunken loosening of the

tongue ; such a thing with this company was impossible.

It was simply a conversation in which all spoke at the

same time over an event which interested and excited all

alike. Everybody contributed something.

' We must have a committee to prepare for the accom-

modation of the visitors.'
1

' We must put up a pump-room.

'
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* We must engage a dipper.'

' We must make walks across the fields/

' There must be an assembly with music and dancing.
,

' There must be a card-room."'

' There must be a long room for those who wish to walk

about and to converse—with an orchestra.
1

' There must be public breakfasts and suppers.''

* We shall want horns to play in the evening."'

' We must have glass lamps of variegated colours to

hang among the trees.
1

' I will put up the pump-room,1

said the doctor, ' in my
garden, over the well.

1

1 We must look to our lodgings. The beds in our inns

are for the most part rough-hewn boards on trestles, with

tiock beds full of knobs and sheets that look like leather.

The company will look for bedsteads and feather beds.
1

' The ladies will ask for curtains. We must give them

what they are accustomed to enjoy.
1

' We must learn the fashionable dances.
1

' We must talk like beaux and dress like the gentlefolk

of Westminster.
1

The Captain looked on, meanwhile whispering in my ear

from time to time. ' Samuel is a liar,
1

he said. ' I know
him to be a liar. Yet why should he lie about a thing of

so much importance ? If he tells the truth, Jack—I know
not ; I misdoubt the fellow—yet, again, he may tell the

truth. And why should he lie, I say ? Then—one knows

not—among the company we may even find a husband for

the girl. As for taking her to London—but we shall see.
1

So he shook his head, not wholly carried away like the

rest, but with a certain amount of hope. And then,

waiting for a moment when the talk flagged a bit, he

spoke.

' Gentlemen, if this news is true, and surely Sam Semple
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would not invent it, then the old town is to have another

great slice of luck. We have our shipping and our trade ;

these have made many of us rich, and given an honest

livelihood to many more. The Spa should bring in, as

the doctor has told us, wealth in another channel. I

undertake to assure you that we shall rise to the occasion.

The town shall show itself fit to receive and to entertain

the highest company. We tarpaulins are too old to learn

the manners of fashion. But we have men of substance

among us who will lay out money with such an object ; we

have gentlemen of family in the country round ; we have

young fellows of spirit '—he clapped me on the shoulder

—

' who will keep up the gaieties ; and, gentlemen, we have

maidens among us as blooming as any in the great world.

We shall not be ashamed of ourselves, or of our girls.
1

These words created a profound sigh of satisfaction.

The men of substance would rise to the occasion.

Before the bowl was out a committee was appointed,

consisting of Captain Crowle, the Vicar of St. Margaret's,

the Curate of St. Nicholas—the two clergyman being

appointed as having imbibed at the University of Cam-

bridge some tincture of the fashionable world—and the

doctor. This important body was empowered to make

arrangements for the reception and for the accommodation

and entertainment of the illustrious company expected and

promised. It was also empowered to circulate in the

country round about the news of the extraordinary dis-

covery, and to invite all the rheumatic and the gouty, the

asthmatic, and everybody afflicted with any kind of disease,

to repair immediately to Lynn Regis, there to drink the

sovereign waters of the Spa.

' It only remains, gentlemen ,' said the doctor in conclu-

sion, ' that I myself should submit the water of my well to

an examination.'
1 He did not think it necessary to inform
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the company that he had received from Samuel Semple an

analysis of the water stating the ingredients and their pro-

portions as made by the anonymous physician of London.

' Should it prove, of which I have little doubt, that the

water is such as has been described by my learned brother

in medicine, I shall inform you of the fact.
1

It was a curious coincidence, though the Committee of

Reception was not informed of the fact, that the doctor's

analysis exactly agreed with that sent to him.

It was a memorable evening. For my own part, I know

not why, during the reading of the letter my heart sank

lower and lower. It was the foreboding of evil. Perhaps

it was caused by my knowledge of Sam, of whom I will

speak presently. Perhaps it was the thought of seeing

the girl whom I loved, while yet I had no hope of winning

her, carried off by some sprig of quality, who would teach

her to despise her homely friends—the Master Mariners,

young and old. I know not the reason. But it was a

foreboding of evil, and it was with a heavy heart that I

repaired to the quay, and rowed myself back to the ship

in the moonlight.

They were going to drink to the next voyage of the

Lady of Lynn. Why, the lady herself, not her ship, was

about to embark on a voyage more perilous—more dis-

astrous—than that which awaited any of her ships. Cruel

as is the ocean, I would rather trust myself—and her

—

to the mercies of the Bay of Biscay at its wildest, than

to the tenderness of the crew who were to take charge of

that innocent and ignorant lady.
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THE PORT OF LYNN

This was the beginning of the famous year. I say famous,

because to me and to certain others it was certainly a year

eventful, while to the people of the town and the county

round it was the year of the Spa, which began, ran a

brief course, and terminated all in one summer.

Let me therefore speak for a little about the place

where these things happened. It is not a mushroom or

an upstart town of yesterday, but, on the other hand, a

town of venerable antiquity, with many traditions which

may be read in books by the curious. It is important on

account of its trade, though it is said that in former days

its importance was much greater.

I have sailed over many seas ; I have put in at many

ports; I have taken in cargoes of many countries—the

ways of sailors I have found much the same everywhere.

And as for the food and the drink and the buildings, I

say that Lynn is behind none. Certainly the Port of

London, whether at Wapping, or Limehouse, or Shadwell,

cannot show anything so fine as the Market Place of Lynn,

or St. Margaret's Church, or our Custom House. Nor

have I found anywhere people more civil of speech, and

more obliging and well disposed, than in my own town,

where, apart from the sailors and their quarters, the

merchants and shipowners are substantial ; trade is always
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brisk ; the Port is always lively ; continually there is a

coming and a going ; sometimes week after week one ship

arrives and a ship puts out ; the yards are always busy

;

the hammer and the anvil resound all day long ; carpenters,

rope-makers, boat-builders, block-makers, sail-makers, all

the people wanted to fit out a ship—they say that a ship

is like a woman, in always wanting something—are at

work without intermission all the year round, from five in

the morning till eight in the evening. They stand at

good wages ; they live well ; they dress warm ; they drink

of the best. It is a city of great plenty. Wine there is

of the most generous, to be had at reasonable price.

Have I not myself brought home cargoes from Lisbon of

Spanish and Portuguese—strong and heady—rich and

sweet? and from Bordeaux of right claret? All the

things that come from abroad are here in abundance,

brought hither by our ships and distributed by our barges

up the river and its tributaries through eight counties at

least, serving the towns of Peterborough, Ely, Stamford,

Bedford, St. Ives, Huntingdon, St. Neots, Northampton,

Cambridge, Bury St. Edmunds, and Thetford. We send

them not only wine, but also coals (which come to us,

sea-borne, from Newcastle), deal and timber from Norway
and the Baltic, iron and implements, sugar, lemons, spices,

tea (but there is little of that infusion taken in the

county), turpentine, and I know not what ; and we receive

for export wheat, barley, oats, and grain of all kinds.

In other places you may hear lamentations that certain

imported luxuries have given out ; I have known the

lemons to fail so that the punch was spoiled ; or the nut-

megs to give out—which is a misfortune for the pudding ;

or the foreign wine to have been all consumed. Our
cellars and our warehouses, however, are always full, there

is always wine of every kind ; there are always stores of
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everything that the cook can want for his most splendid

banquet.

Nor are we less fortunate in our food. There is

excellent mutton fattened in the Marshland ; the bacon

of Norfolk is famous ; there are no geese like the geese of

the fens—they are kept in farmhouses, each in its own

hutch, and all driven out to feed in the fens and ditches

of the fens. Every day you may see the boy they call the

gozzard driving them out of the town in the morning and

bringing them home in the evening. Then, since all the

country on the west side is lowland reclaimed from the

sea, it is, like all such land, full of ponds and haunted by

starlings and ducks, widgeon, teal, and other wild birds

innumerable, which are shot, decoyed, and caught in great

numbers. Add to this that the reclaimed land is most

fertile, and yields abundantly of wheat and barley, fruit

and vegetables ; and that fish are found in plenty in the

Wash and outside, and you will own that the town is a

kind of Promised Land, where everything that the heart

of man can desire is plentiful and cheap, and where the

better sort are rich and comfortable, and the baser sort

are in good case and contented.

Another circumstance which certain scholars consider

fortunate for Lynn is that the modern town abounds with

ancient buildings, walls, towers, arches, churches, gateways,

fragments which proclaim its antiquity and speak of its

former importance. You think, perhaps, that a plain and

simple sea-captain has no business to know anything about

matters which concern scholars. That is a reasonable

objection. The Lord forbid that I should speak as if I

knew anything of my own reading ! I am but a plain

sailor. I have spent most of my life navigating a merchant-

man. This is an honourable condition. Had I to choose

another life upon the world, I would desire of Providence
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no higher station and no happier lot. A sea-captain is

Kins: ; his vessel is an island over which he rules ; he is a

servant, yet not in a state of servitude ; he is dependent,

yet is independent; he has no cares about money, for

he is well paid ; he keeps what hours he pleases ; dresses

as he likes ; eats and drinks as he likes ; if he carries

passengers he has society. No. Let me not even seem to

be pretending to the learning of a scholar. I do but

repeat the things which my father was wont to repeat in

my hearing. He was for forty years Master of the

Grammar School; a Master of Arts of Christ's College,

Cambridge ; a learned scholar in Latin, Greek, Hebrew,

and Chaldee ; and, like many of his calling, an antiquary,

and one who was most happy when he was poring over old

MSS. in the Archives of the Guildhall, and amassing

materials, which he did not live to put together, for the

history of Lynn Regis, sometime Lynn Episcopi. The

collections made by him still lie among the chests where

the Corporation keep their papers. They will doubtless

be found there at some future time, and will serve for

some other hand engaged upon the same work.

It is not to be expected that among a trading and a

shipping community there should be much curiosity on

such matters as the past history of their borough ; the

Charter which it obtained from kings ; the creation of a

mayor ; the destruction of the monasteries when the

glorious Reformation restored the sunlight of the Gospel

and of freedom to this happy land. For the most part my
father worked without encouragement save from the Vicar

of St. Margaret's, the Rev. Mark Gentle, S.T.P., to whose

scholarly mind the antiquities and charters and leases of the

thirteenth and fourteenth centuries were of small account

indeed compared with a newly found coin of an obscure

Roman usurper ; or an inscription on a Roman milestone,
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or the discovery of a Roman urn. Yet my father would

willingly discourse upon the subject, and, indeed, I think

that little by little he communicated to me the whole of

his knowledge, so that I became that rare creature, a sailor

versed in antiquity and history ; one to whom the streets

and old buildings of Lynn spoke in a language unknown

by the people, even unheard by them.

It pleases me to recall the tall form of my father ; his

bent shoulders ; his wig for the most part awry ; his round

spectacles ; his thin face. In school he was a figure of

fear always terrible, wielding the rod of office with Justice

Rhadamanthine, and demanding, with that unrelenting

alternative, things impossible in grammar. In school

hours he was a very Jupiter, a thundering Jupiter; our

school was an ancient hall with an open timber roof in

which his voice rolled and echoed backwards and forwards.

Nor did he spare his only son. In consequence of some

natural inability to cope with the niceties of syntax, I was

often compelled to become a warning and an admonition

to the rest. I have sometimes, since those days, in con-

sidering things during the night-watch, asked myself why

men of tender hearts force their children to undergo this

fierce discipline of grammar—a thing instantly forgotten

when a boy goes to sea ; and I have thought that perhaps

it was invented and encouraged by divines in order that

boys might learn something of the terrors of the Law

Divine. Out of school, however, no child ever had a

parent more indulgent or more affectionate. The post

of schoolmaster is honourable and one that should be

desired, yet I have sometimes wished, when the disagree-

able moments of wishing were upon me, that the hand of

the executioner had belonged to some other boy's father

—

say, the father of Sam Semple.

I will tell you how he used to talk. I remember one



'LOOK, boy,' he said.
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clay—it might be yesterday—he was standing on the

Lady's Mount, and looking down upon the gardens and

fields which now lie between the ancient walls and the

modern town. ' Look, boy,' he said, ' you see fields and

gardens ; on those fields stood formerly monasteries and

convents ; these gardens were once enclosed—you may still

discern some of the stone walls which surrounded them, for

monk and friar. All the friars were here, so great was the

wealth of the town. On that green field behind the

Church of St. Nicholas was the house of Austin Friars ;

some fragments of these buildings have I discovered built

into the houses on the west side of the field ; I should like

to pull down the modern houses in order to display those

fragments ; almost at our feet lay the house of the Black

Friars
;
yonder to the south, between the road to the gate

and the river Var, was the friary of the White Friars, or

Carmelites ; there is the tower of the Grey Friars, who
were Franciscans. On the south side of St. Margaret's

there are walls and windows, with carved mullions and
arches—they belong to a college of priests, or perhaps a

Benedictine house—there must have been Benedictines in

the town ; or perhaps they belonged to a nunnery ; many
nunneries stood beside parish churches.

t

' This is part of the wall of the town. Tis a pity that

it should fall into decay, but when walls are no longer

wanted for defence they are neglected. First the weather

loosens the stones of the battlements ; or perhaps they fall

into the moat ; or the people take them away for building.

I wonder how much of the wall of Lynn is built into the

churches and the houses, and the garden walls ; then the

whole face of the wall disappears ; then if it is a Roman
wall there is left a core of concrete as in London Wall,

which I have seen here and there where the houses are not

built against it. But here is a point which I cannot get

5
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over. The wall of Lynn is two miles long; that of London

is three miles long, as I am credibly informed by Stow and

others. Was, then, the town of Lynn at any time able to

raise and defend a wall two miles in length? It seems

incredible. Yet why build a wall longer than could be

defended? Were these fields and gardens once streets

between the religious houses? Certain it is that Lynn

Episcopi, as it was then called, was formerly a very busy

place, yet, I apprehend, more busy than at present in pro-

portion only to the increased wealth and population of the

country."'

So he would talk. To me, I suppose, because he could

never find anybody else who would listen to him. Those

who read this page will very likely resemble the company to

whom my father ventured upon some such discourse of

ancient things. They would courteously incline their

heads : they would take a drink ; they would sigh ; they

would say, ' Why, sir, since you say so, doubtless it is so.

No one is likely to dispute the point ; but if you think

upon it, the time is long ago, and ... I think, neigh-

bours, the wind has shifted a point to the nor'-east.
1

The town preserves, in spite of neglect and oblivion,

more of the appearance of age than most towns. The

Guildhall, where they show the sword and the silver cup

of King John, is an ancient and noteworthy building;

there are the old churches ; there are almshouses and

hospitals ; there is a Custom House, which the Hollanders

enviously declare must have been brought over from their

country and set up here, so much does it resemble their

own buildings. Our streets are full of remains. Here a

carving in marble ; here a window of ancient shape, cut in

stone ; here a piece of carved work from some ancient

chantry chapel ; here a deserted and mouldering court

;

here a house overhanging, gabled, with carved front ; here
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a courtyard, with an ancient house built round it ; and

with the narrow streets such as one finds only in the most

ancient parts of our ancient cities. We have still our

winding lanes, with their irregularities ; houses planted

sideways as well as fronting the street ; an irregular align-

ment ; gables instead of a flat coping ; casement windows

not yet transformed by the modern sash ; our old taverns

;

our old walls ; our old market-places ; and the ancient

bridges which span the four streams running through the

midst of our town. By the riverside you may find the

sailors and the craftsmen who belong to a seaport ; at the

Custom House you may meet the merchants and the

shippers ; in the market-places you may find the country-

men and the country-women — they talk an uncouth

language, and their manners are rough, but they are

honest ; and if you go to the Church of St. Margaret's or

St. Nicholas any day for morning prayers, but especially

on Sunday, you may find among the congregation maidens

and matrons in rich attire, the former as beautiful as in

any town or country may be met ; the latter stately and

dignified and gracious withal.

5—2



CHAPTER VI

THE MAID OF LYNN

My earliest recollection as a child shows me Captain

Crowle, fully-wigged, with a white silk cravat round his

neck, the lace ends hanging down before, a crimson silk

sash to his sword, long lace ruffles, his brown coat with

silver buttons, his worsted hose, and his shoes with silver

clocks. In my memory he is always carrying his hat under

his arm ; a stout stick always dangles from his wrist, in

readiness; and he always presents the same honest face,

weather-beaten, ruddy, lined, with his keen eyes under

thick eyebrows, and his nose long and broad and some-

what arched—such a nose as lends authority to a man.

In other words, I never saw any change in the Captain,

though when I first remember him he must have been

fifty-five, and when he ceased to be seen in his old haunts

he was close upon eighty.

I have seen, however, and I remember, many changes in

the Captain's ward. She is a little thing of two or three

at first ; then she is a merry child of six ; next she is a

school-girl of ten or eleven ; she grows into a maiden of

sixteen, neither girl nor woman ; she becomes a woman of

eighteen. I remember her at every stage. Strange to

say, I do not remember her between those stages.

Molly had the misfortune to lose her father in infancy.
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He was carried off", I believe, by small-pox. He was a ship-

owner, and general merchant of the town, and was

generally reputed to be a man of considerable means. At
his death he bequeathed the care of his widow and his

child to his old servant, Captain John Crowle, who had
been in the service of the house since he was apprenticed

as a boy. He directed, further, that Captain Crowle

should conduct the business for the child, who, by his will,

was to inherit the whole of his fortune, whatever that

might prove to be, on coming of age, after subtracting

certain settlements for his widow.

It was most fortunate for the child that her guardian

was the most honest person in the world. He was a

bachelor ; he was bound by ties of gratitude to the House
which he had served ; he had nothing to do and nothing

to think about except the welfare of the child.

I would have no secrets with my reader. Let it be

known, therefore, that on looking into the position of

affairs, the executor found that there was a much greater

fortune for his ward than anyone, even the widow, ever

guessed. There were houses in the town ; there were

farms in Marshland ; there was money placed out on

mortgage ; there were three or four tall ships chiefly in

the Lisbon trade ; and there were boxes full of jewels, gold

chains, and trinkets, the accumulation of three or four

generations of substantial trade. He kept this knowledge

to himself; then, as the expenses of the household were

small, and there was always a large balance after the year

in favour of the House, he went on adding ship to ship,

house to house, and farm to farm, besides putting out

money on the security of mortgage, so that the child, no

one suspecting, grew richer and richer, until by the time

she was eighteen—but only the Captain knew it—she had
become the richest heiress not only in the town of Lynn,
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but also in the whole county of Norfolk, and even, I verily

believe, in the whole country.

I think that the Captain must have been what is called

a good man of business by nature. A simple sailor, one

taught to navigate, to take observations, to keep a log,

and to understand a chart, is not supposed to be thereby

trained for trade. But it must have been a far-seeing

man who boldly launched out into new branches and sent

whalers to the Arctic seas, ships to trade in the Baltic, and

ships into the Mediterranean, as well as ships in the old

trade for which Lynn was always famous— that with

Lisbon for wine. He it was who enlarged the quay and

rebuilt the Common Stath Yard. His counting-house—it

was called his, and he was supposed to be at least a

partner—was filled with clerks, and it was counted good

fortune by the young men of the place to enter his service,

whether as 'prentices on board his ships, or as book-keepers

in his counting-house, or as supercargoes or pursers in his

fleet. For my own part, it was always understood between

us that I, too, was to enter his service, but as a sailor, not

as a clerk. This I told him as a little boy, with the

impudence of childhood. He laughed. But he re-

membered, and reminded me from time to time. ' Jack

is to be a sailor—Jack will have none of your quill-driving

—Jack means to walk his own quarterdeck. I shall live

to give Jack his sword and his telescope
,—and so on, lest

perchance I should forget and fall off", and even accept the

Vicar's offer to get me a scholarship at some college of

Cambridge, so that I might take a degree and become my

father's usher, and presently succeed him as master of the

grammar school. ' Learning,
1

said the Captain, ' is a fine

thing, but the command of a ship is a finer. Likewise, it

is doubtless a great honour to be a Master of Arts, such

as your father ; but, my lad, a rope's end is, to my mind,
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a better weapon than a birch."
1 And so on. For while he

knew how to respect the learning of a scholar, as he

respected the piety of the Vicar, he considered the calling

of the sailor more delightful, even though not so highly

esteemed by the world.

There were plenty of children in the town of Lynn to

play with ; but it came about in some way or other, per-

haps because I was always a favourite with the Captain

and was encouraged to go often to the house, that Molly

became my special playfellow. She was two years younger

than myself, but, as she was forward in growth and

strength, the difference was not a hindrance, while there

was no game or amusement pleasing to me which did not

please her. For instance, every boy of Lynn, as soon as he

can handle a scull, can manage a dinghy ; and as soon as he

can haul a rope, can sail a boat. For my own part, I can

never remember the time when I was not in my spare time

out on the river. I would sail up the river, along the low

banks of the sluggish stream up and down which go the

barges which carry the cargoes of our ships to the inland

towns and return for more. There are also tilt boats com-

ing down the river which, like the waggons on the road,

are full of passengers, sailors, servants, soldiers, craftsmen,

apprentices, and the like. Or I would row down the river

with the current and the tide as far as the mouth where

the river flows into the Wash. Then I would sail up again,

watching the ships tacking across the stream in their slow

upward progress to the port. Or I would go fishing and

bring home a basket full of fresh fish for the house ; or I

would paddle about in a dinghy among the ships, watching

them take in or discharge cargo, or receive from the barges

alongside the casks of pork and beef, of rum and beer and

water, for the next voyage—happy, indeed, if I could get

permission to tie up the painter to the rope ladder hang-
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ing over the side and so climb up and ramble over every

part of the ship. And I knew every ship that belonged to

the port—every Dutchman which put in with cheese and

tallow, hardware and soft goods; every Norwegian that

brought deal ; I knew them all and when they were due,

and their tonnage and the name of the captain.

More than this, Molly knew as much as I did. She was

as handy with her sculls ; she knew every puff of wind and
where to expect it at the bend of the river ; she was as

handy with the sails. While her mother made her a

notable housewife and taught her to make bread, cakes,

puddings, and pies ; to keep the still-room ; to sew, and
make, and mend ; to brew the ale, both the strong and the

small, and the punch for the Captain's friends at Christmas

and other festivals—while, I say, this part of Molly's educa-

tion was not neglected, it was I who made her a sailor, so

that there was nowhere in the place anyone—man, or boy
or girl—who was handier with a boat or more certain with

a sail than Molly. And I know not which of these two

accomplishments pleased her guardian the more. That
she should become a good housewife was necessary ; that

she should be a handy sailor was an accomplishment which,

because it was rare in a girl and belonged to the work of

the other sex, seemed to him a proper and laudable object

of pride.

The Captain, as you have already learned, nourished a

secret ambition. When I was still little more than a boy,

he entrusted his secret to me. Molly's mother, the good
homely body who was so notable a housekeeper, and knew
nothing, as she desired to know nothing, concerning the

manners and customs of gentlefolk, was not consulted.

Nor did the good woman even know how great an heiress

her daughter had become. Now, the Captain's ambition

was to make his ward, by means of her fortune, a great
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lady. He knew little, poor man, of what was meant by a

great lady ; but he wanted the heiress of such great wealth

to marry some man who would lift her out of the rank and

condition to which she was born. It was a fatal ambition,

as you shall learn. Now, being wise after the event, and

quite able to lock the door after the horse has been stolen,

I can understand that with such an ambition the Captain's

only plan was to have taken the girl away, perhaps to

Norwich, perhaps to London itself; to have placed her

under the care of some respectable gentlewoman ; to have

had her taught all the fashionable fal-lals, with the graces

and the sprawls and the antics of the fashionable world,

and to let it be buzzed abroad that she was an heiress, and

then, after taking care to protect her against adventurers,

to find a man after his own mind of station high enough to

make the girl's fortune equal to his own ; not to over-

shadow it; and not to dazzle him with possibilities of

spending. However, it is easy to prophesy, after the event,

what might have been done.

What was done, you understand. At nineteen, Molly

was a fine tall girl, as strong as any man, her arms stout

and muscular like mine ; her face rosy and ruddy with the

bloom of health ; her eyes blue, and neither too large nor

too small, but fearless ; her head and face large ; her hair

fair and blowing about her head with loose curls ; her

figure full ; her neck as white as snow ; her hands large

rather than small, by reason of the rowing and the hand-

ling of the ropes, and by no means white ; her features

were regular and straight ; her mouth not too small, but

to my eyes the most beautiful mouth in the world, the lips

full, and always ready for a smile, the teeth white and

regular. In a word, to look, at as fine a woman, not of the

delicate and dainty kind, but strong, tall, and full of figure,

as one may wish for. As to her disposition, she was the
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most tender, affectionate, sweet soul that could be imagined

;

she was always thinking of something to please those who
loved her; she spared, her mother and worked for her

guardian ; she was always working at something ; she was

always happy ; she was always singing. And never, until

the Captain told her, did she have the least suspicion that

she was richer than all her friends and neighbours—nay,

than the whole town of Lynn, with its merchants and

shippers and traders, all together.

You think that I speak as a lover. It is true that I

have always loved Molly ; there has never been any other

woman in the world for whom I have ever felt the least

inclination or affection. She possessed my whole soul as

a child ; she has it still—my soul—my heart—my whole

desire—my all. I will say no more in her praise, lest I be

thought to exasperate.o on
Let me return for a moment to our childhood. We ran

about together ; we first played in the garden ; we then

played in the fields below the wall ; we climbed over upon

what is left of the wall ; from the top of the Grey Friars
1

Tower, from the chapel on the Lady's Mount, we would

look out upon the broad expanse of meadows which were

once covered over at every high-tide ; there were stories

which were told by old people of broken dams and of floods

and inundations ; children's imagination is so strong that

they can picture anything. I would pretend that the

flood was out again, that my companion was carried away

in a hencoop, and that I was swimming to her assistance.

Oh ! we had plays and pretences enough. If we went up

the river, there was beyond—what we could never reach

—

a castle, with a giant who carried off girls and devoured

them. He carried off my companion. Heavens ! How
I rushed to the rescue, and, with nothing but the boathook,

encountered and slaughtered him. Or if we went down
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the river as far as the mouth, where it falls into the Ouse,

we would remember the pirates, and how they seized on

girls and took them off to their caves to work for them.

How many pirates did I slay in defence and rescue of one

girl whom they dared to carry off!

Or we rambled about the town, lingering on the quays

watching the ships and the sailors and the workmen ; and

sometimes in summer evenings, when from some tavern

with its red curtain across the window came the scraping

of a fiddle and the voices of those who sang and the stamp-

ing of those who danced, we would look in at the open

door and watch the sailors within who looked so happy.

Nobody can ever be so happy as sailors ashore appear to

be ; it is only the joy of a moment, but when one re-

members it one imagines that it must have been the joy

of a lifetime. You think that it was a bad thins; for

children to look on at sailors and to listen to their con-

versation, if one may use the word of such talk as goes on

among the class. You are wrong. These things do not

hurt children, because they do not understand. Half the

dangers in the world, I take it, come from knowledge, only

the other half from ignorance. Everybody knows the ways

and the life of Jack ashore. Children, however, see only

the outside of things. The fiddler in the corner puts his

elbow into the tune, the men get up and dance the horn-

pipe, the girls dance to the men, setting and jetting and

turning round and round, and all with so much mirth and

good nature and so much kindness altogether, and so much
singing and laughing, that there can be no more delightful

entertainment for children than to look on at a sailor's

merrymaking behind the red curtain of the tavern

window.

I recall one day. It was in the month of December, in

the afternoon, and close upon sunset. The little maid
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was about eight, and I was about ten. We were together

as usual ; we had been on the river, but it was cold, and so

we came ashore and were walking hand-in-hand along the

street they call Pudding Lane, which leads from the

Common Stath Yard to the Market Place. In this lane

there stands a sailors
1

tippling-house, which is, I dare say,

in all respects such a house as sailors desire, provided and

furnished according to their wants and wishes. As we

passed, the place being already lit up with two or three

candles in sconces, the door being wide open, and the

mingled noise of fiddle, voices, and feet announcing the

assemblage of company, Molly pulled me by the hand and

stopped to look in. The scene was what I have already

indicated. The revelry of the evening had set in ; every-

body was drinking, one was dancing, the fiddler was playing

lustily.

We should have looked on for a minute and left them.

But one of the sailors recognised Molly. Springing to his

feet, he made a respectful leg and saluted the child.

' Mates,' he cried, ' 'tis our owner ! The little lady owns

the barky. What shall we do for her ?'

Then they all sprang to their feet with a huzza for the

owner and another for the ship, and, if you will believe it,

their rough foc'sle hands in half a minute had the child on

the table in a chair like a queen. She sat with great

dignity, understanding in some way that these men were

in her own service, and that they designed no harm or

affright to her, but only to do her honour. Therefore

she was not in any fear, but smiled graciously ; for

my own part, I followed and stood at the table, think-

ing that perhaps these fellows were proposing some

piratical abduction, and resolving on miracles of valour,

if necessary.

Then they made offerings. One man pulled a red silk
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handkerchief from his neck and laid it on her lap, and

another lugged a box of sweetmeats from his pocket—it

came from Lisbon, but was made, I believe, in Morocco by

the Moors. A third had a gold ring on his finger—every-

body knows the extravagances of sailors—which he drew

off and placed in her hand. Another offered a glass of

punch. The little maid did what she had so often seen

the Captain do. She looked round and said, ' Your good

health, all the company,'' and put her lips to the glass,

which she then returned. And another offered to dance,

and the fiddler drew his bow across the catgut—it is a

sound which inclines the heart to beat and the feet to

move whenever a sailor hears it.

' I have seen you dance,
-1

said Molly ;
' let the fiddler

play, and you shall see me dance.
1

I never thought she would have had so much spirit.

For, you see, I had taught her to dance the hornpipe

—every boy in a seaport town can dance the hornpipe;

we used to make music out of a piece of thin paper laid

over a tortoiseshell comb—it must be a comb of wide

teeth, and none of them must be broken ; and with this

instead of a fiddle we would dance in the garden or in the

parlour. But to stand up before a whole company of

sailors—who would have thought it ? However, she

jumped up, and on the table performed her dance with

great seriousness and so gracefully that they were all

enchanted; they stood around, their mouths open, a

broad grin on every face ; the women, neglected, huddled

together in a corner and were quite silent.

When she had finished, she gathered up her gifts ; the

silk handkerchief—it came from Calicut, the sweetmeats

from Morocco, the gold ring from I know not where.

' Put me down, if you please,
1

she said. So one of them
gently lifted her to the ground. 'I thank you all/ she
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curtseyed very prettily. ' I wish you good-night ; and

when you set sail again, a good voyage.
1

So she took my hand and we ran away.

At the age of thirteen I went to sea. Then for ten

years I sailed out and home again—sometimes to the

Baltic ; sometimes to Bordeaux ; sometimes to Lisbon.

After every voyage I found my former companion

grown yet always more lovely and more charming ; the

time came when we no longer kissed at partings ; when we

were no longer brother and sister ; when, alas ! we could

not be lovers, because between us lay that great fortune of

hers which it would be improper to bestow upon the mate

of a merchantman.

Said my father to me once by way of warning, 'Jack,

build not hopes that will be disappointed. This maiden

is not for thee, but for thy betters. If she were poor

—

but she is rich—too rich, I fear me, for her happiness.

Let us still say in the words of Agur, " Give me neither

poverty nor riches.'" Thou art, as yet, young for thoughts

of love. When the time comes, my son, cast your eyes

among humble maidens, and find virtues and charms in

one of them. But think no more—I say it for thy peace

—think no more of Molly. Her great riches are like a

high wall built round her to keep thee off, Jack, and

others like unto thee.
1

They were wise words, but a young man's thoughts are

wilful. There was no other maiden in whom I saw either

virtues or charms, because Molly among them all was like

the silver moon among the glittering stars.

You have heard of the great and unexpected discovery,

how the town found itself the possessor of a Spa—and

such a Spa !—compared with which the waters of

Tunbridge were feeble and those of Epsom not worth
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considering. That was in the year 1750, when Molly was

already nineteen years of age and no longer a little maid,

but a woman grown, as yet without wooers, because, so

far, no one had been as yet found fit, in the Captain's eyes,

for the hand and the purse of his lovely ward.



CHAPTER VII

THE POET

You have heard the opinions of the Society as to Sam
Semple. You have also witnessed the humiliation and

the Basting of that young man. Let me tell you more

about him before we go on to relate the progress of

the conspiracy of which he was the inventor and the

spring.

He was the son of one John Semple, who was employed

at the Custom House. The boy could look forward, like

most of us, to a life of service. He might go to sea, and

so become, in due course, "prentice, mate, and skipper ; or

he might be sent on board as supercargo ; or he might

enter the counting-house of a merchant and keep the

books; or he might follow his father and become a servant

of the Custom House.

He was two years older than myself, and, therefore, so

much above me at school. Of all the boys (which alone

indicates something contemptible in his nature) he was

the most disliked, not by one or two, but by the whole

school, not only by the industrious and the well-behaved,

but also by the lazy and the vicious.

There is always in every school one boy, at least, who

is the general object of dislike ; he makes no friends ; his

society is shunned ; he may be feared, but he is hated.
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There are, I dare say, many causes for unpopularity ; one

boy is perhaps a bully who delights to ill-treat the younger

and the weaker ; one is a braggart ; one plays games

unfairly; one is apt to offend that nice sense of honour

and loyalty which is cultivated by schoolboys ; another is

treacherous to his comrades ; he tells tales, backbites and

makes mischief; perhaps he belongs to an inferior station

and has bad manners ; perhaps he takes mean advantages

;

perhaps he is a coward who will not fight
;

perhaps he

cannot do the things which boys respect.

Sam Semple was disliked for many of these reasons.

He was known to be a tell-tale ; he was commonly

reported to convey things overheard to the Usher, by

means of which that officer was enabled to discover many
little plots and plans and so bring their authors to pain

and confusion. He was certainly a coward who would

never fight it out, but after a grand pretence and flourish

would run away at the first blow. But if he would not

fight he would bear malice and would take mean revenges
;

he was a most notorious liar, insomuch that no one would

believe any statement made by him, if it could be proved

to be connected with his own advantage ; he could not

play any games, and affected to despise the good old

sports of cocking, baiting the bear, drawing the badger,

playing at cricket, hockey, wrestling, racing, and the

other things that make boys skilful, courageous and

hardy. He was, in a word, a poor soft, cowardly creature,

more like a girl—and an inferior kind of girl—than an

honest lad.

He was much addicted to reading ; he would, by choice,

sit in a corner reading any book that he could get more

willingly than run, jump, row, or race. When we had

holidays he would go away by himself, sometimes on the

walls if it were summer, or in some sheltered nook if it

6
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were winter, contented to be left alone with his printed

page. He borrowed books from my father, who encouraged

him in reading, while he admonished him on account of

his faults ; and from the Vicar, who lent him books, while

he warned him against the reports of his character which

were noised abroad. Now—I know not how—the boy

became secretly inflamed with the ambition of becoming a

Poet. How he fell into this pitfall, which ended in his

ruin, I know not. Certainly, it was not from any boys in

the school, or from any friend in the town, because there

are no books in Lynn save those which belong to the

parson and the schoolmaster. However, he did conceive

the ambition of becoming a poet—secretly at first, because

he was naturally ashamed of being such a fool ; but it

came out. He read poetry for choice, and rather than

anything else. Once, I remember, he was flogged for

taking a volume of miscellany poems into church instead

of the Book of Common Prayer. The boys were astonished

at the crime, because, certainly, one would much rather

read the Book of Common Prayer—in which one knows

what to expect—than a book of foolish rhymes.

I, myself, was the first to find out his ambition. It was

in this way. Coming out of school one day I picked up a

paper which was blown about the square. It was covered

with writing. I read some of it, wondering what it

might mean. There was a good deal, and not a word of

sense from beginning to end ; the writing was all scored

out, and corrected over and over again. Thus, not to

waste your time over this nonsense, it ran something like

this:

' When the refulgent rays of Sol began prevail

ear1y -t^ty-Morn
To awakened all the maidens of the dale

Lawn
Drove Morpheus shrieking from tho bods away

—from the maids and swains.'
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and so on. One is ashamed to repeat such rubbish. While

I was reading it, however, Sam Semple came running back.

'That paper is mine," he cried, with a very red face,

snatching it out of my hands.

' Well—if it is yours, take it. What does it mean P
1

* Ifs poetry, you fool I

1

' If you call me a fool, Sam, you
1

!! get a black eye.
1 He

was three inches taller than myself, as well as two years

older ; but this was the way all the boys spoke to him.

' You can't understand ,' he said. ' None of you can

understand. It's poetry, I tell you.
1

I told my father, who sent for him, and in my presence

admonished him kindly, first ordering him to submit his

verses for correction as if they were in Latin. It was

after school hours ; the room was empty save for us three.

My father sat at his desk, where he assumed authority.

Outside the schoolroom he was but a gentle creature.

'Boy,
1

he said, 'as for those verses, I say nothing.

They are but immature imitations. You would be a

poet. Learn, however, that the lot of him who desires

that calling is the hardest and worst that Fate can have

in store for an honest man. There are many who can

write rhymes: for one who has read Ovid and Virgil, the

making of verse is easy. But only one or two here and

there, out of millions, are there whose lips are touched

with the celestial fire, only one or two whose verses can

reach the heart and fire the brain of those who read them.
1

' Sir, may not I, too, form one of that small company T

His cheek flamed and his eye brightened. For once Sam
was handsome.

' It may be so. I can say nothing to the contrary.

Learn, however, that even if genius has been granted, much
more will be required. He who would be a great poet must

attain if he can, by meditation and self-restraint, to the

6—2



84 THE LADY OF LYNN

great mind. He must be sincere—truthful—courageous

—

think of that boy ; he must meditate. Milton's thoughts

were ever on religious and civil freedom ; therefore he was

enabled to speak as a prophet.
1

He gazed upon the face of his scholar ; the cheek was

sallow again, the eyes dull—upon that mean countenance

no sign of noble or of lofty thought. My father sighed

and went on.

' It seems, to a young man, a great thing to be a poet.

He will escape—will he ?—the humiliations of life. He
thinks that he will be no man's servant : he will be

independent, he will work as his genius inclines him.

Alas ! he little knows the humiliations of the starveling

poet. No man's servant ? There is none, believe me, not

even the African slave, who has to feel more of the

contempts, the scorns, the servitude of the world. Such

an one have I known. He had to bend the knee to the

patron, who treated him with open scorn ; and to the

bookseller, who treated him with contempt undisguised.

One may be a poet who is endowed with the means of a

livelihood. Such is the ingenious Mr. Pope. Or one

who has an office to maintain him. Such was the

immortal John Milton. But for you, and such as you,

my boy, born in a humble condition, and ordained by

Providence for that condition, there is no worse servitude

than that of a bookseller's hack. Go, boy ; think of these

things. Continue to write verses if by their aid you may

in any way become a better man and more easily attain to

the Christian life. But accept, meanwhile, the ruling of

Providence, and do thy duty in that station of life to

which thou hast been called.
1

So saying, he dismissed the boy, who went away down-

cast and with hanging head.

Then my father turned to me. ' Son,
1

he said, ' let no
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vain repinings fill thy soul. Service is thy lot. It is also

mine. It is the lot of every man except those who are

born to wealth and rank. I do not envy these, because

much is expected of them—a thing which mostly they do

not understand. And too many of these are, truth to

say, in the Service of Beelzebub. We are all servants of

each other ; let us perform our service with cheerfulness,

and even with joy. The Lord, Who knows what is best

for men, hath so ordained that we shall be dependent

upon each other in all things. Servants, I say, are we all

of each other. We may not escape the common lot—the

common servitude.'

Let me return to Sam. At the age of fourteen he was

taken from school and placed in a counting-house, where

his duty was to clean out, sweep and dust the place every

morning ; to be at the beck and call of his master ; to

copy letters and to add up figures. I asked him how he

liked this employment.

' It is well enough,
1

he said, ' until I can go whither I am
called. But to serve at adding up the price of barrels of

tar and tallow all my life ! No, Jack, no. I am made of

stuff too good.
1

He continued for three years in this employment. We
then heard that he had been dismissed for neglia;ence, his

master having made certain discoveries that greatly

enraged him. He then went on board ship in the

capacity of clerk or assistant to the supercargo, but at the

end of his first vovage he was sent about his business.

' It is true," he told me, ' that there were omissions in

the books. Who can keep books below, by the light of a

stinking tallow candle, when one can lie on the deck in

the sun and watch the waves? But these people—these

people—among them all, Jack, there is not one who
understands a Poet, except your father, and he will have
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it that every Poet must starve. Well, there is another

way.
1 But he would tell me no more.

That way he tried and you know it, because it led to

the Basting. The day after the adventure in the Captain's

garden, Sam put together all he had, borrowed what

money his mother would give him, and went off' to

London by the waggon.

After a while a letter came from him. It was addressed

to his mother, who brought it to the school because she

could not understand what was meant. Sam (I believe

he was lying) said that he had been received into the

Company of the Wits ; his verse, he said, was regarded

with respect at the Coffee House ; he was already known

to many poets and booksellers; he asked for a small

advance of money, and he entreated his mother to let it

be known in the town that he was publishing a volume of

verse by subscription. His former patrons, he said, would

doubtless assist him by giving their names and guineas.

The book, he said, would certainly place him among

the acknowledged poets of the day—even with Pope

and Gay.

There was much difference of opinion as to sending

the guineas . but a few of the better sort consented, and

in due course received their copies. It was a thin quarto

with a large margin. The title-page was as follows

:

'MISCELLANY POEMS.

By

Sam Sf.mple,

Gentleman.'

' Gentleman P said the Vicar. ' How long has Sam

been a gentleman ? He will next, no doubt, describe

himself as Esquire. As for the verses—trash—twopenny

trash ! Alas ! And they cost me a guinea P



CHAPTER VIII

THE OPENING OF THE SPA

The wonderful letter from Sam Semple was received in

April. No one from the outset questioned his assertions.

This seems wonderful ; but they could only be proved by

a letter to London or a journey thither. Now, our

merchants had correspondents in the City of London, but

not in its fashionable quarters, and nothing is more certain

than that the merchants of London concern themselves

not at all with the pursuits of fashion or even with the

gatherings of the wits in the coffee-house. As for the

journey to London, no one will willingly undertake it

unless he is compelled. You may go by way of Ely and

Cambridge, but the road, nearly all the way to Cambridge,

lies through the soft and treacherous fen, where, if a

traveller escape being bogged a hundred times, he will

probably acquire an ague which will trouble him for many
days afterwards ; or you may go by way of Swaff'ham and

East Dereham, through Norwich. By this way there are

no fens, but the road to Norwich is practicable only by

broad-wheeled waggons or on horseback, and I doubt if

the forty miles could be covered in less than three days.

At Norwich, it is true, there is a better road, and a stage

coach which runs upon it anil carries passengers to London

in twelve hours.
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It is, therefore, a long and tedious journey from Lynn

to London, and one not to be undertaken without strong

reasons. Then, even if the ' Society ' had entertained

suspicions, and deputed one or more to make that journey

and to inquire as to the truth of this letter, how and

where, in so vast a city, would one begin the inquiry ?

The letter, therefore, was received without the least

suspicion. Yet it was from beginning to end an artfully

concocted lie—part of a conspiracy : an invention devised

by the desire for revenge ; an ingenious device—let us

give the devil his due—by one whose only weapon was his

cunning.

The time was also favourable, because the world is

always eager to learn of some new Spa—some spring

whose waters cure every disease that afflicts mankind.

Every man of the ' Society
, went home brimful of the

discovery. The next day the doctor's garden was crowded

with people, all pressing together, trampling over his

currant and gooseberry bushes, drawing up the bucket

without cessation in order to taste the water which was to

cure all diseases—even like the Pool of Bethesda. Many
among them had used this water all their lives without

discovering any peculiarity in taste—in fact, as if it had

been ordinary water conferred upon man by Providence

for the brewing of his beer and the making of his punch

and the washing of his linen. Now, however, so great is

the power of faith, they drank it as it came out of the

well—a thing abhorrent to most people, who cannot abide

plain water. They held it up to the light, admiring its

wonderful clearness ; they called attention to the beads of

air rising in the glass as a plain proof of its health-giving

qualities ; they smacked their lips over it, detecting the

presence of unknown ingredients ; those who were already

rheumatic resolved to drink it every day at frequent
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intervals; even after a single draught they felt relief in

their joints ; they declared that the rheumatic pains were

subsiding rapidly—nay, were already gone ; and they

rejoiced, so potent was the water, or their faith ; just as

if they were driving an unwelcome guest out through an

open door.

The doctor made haste to issue and to print his own
examination of the water. In this document, as I have

told you, he very remarkably agreed with the analysis sent

down by the egregious Samuel. He appended to his list

of ingredients certain cases which he indicated by initials

in which the water had proved beneficial ; most of them

at the outset were the cases of those who, on the first day,

found relief from a single glass. Many more cases after-

wards occurred.

After the town, the country. The report of the valu-

able discovery spread rapidly. The farmer folk who
brought their produce, pigs, sheep, poultry, and cattle to

our markets carried the news home with them ; the whole

town, indeed, in a few hours was, as they say, all agog with

the discovery, and eager, even down to the foc'sle seamen,

to drink of a well which was by this time reported among
the ignorant class not only to cure, but also to prevent

diseases. Then gentlemen began to ride in ; on market-

day there are always gentlemen in the town ; they have

an ordinary of their own at the Crown ; they were at

first incredulous, but they would willingly taste of the

spring. As fresh water was comparatively strange to

them, it is not surprising that some of them detected an

indescribable taste which they were readily persuaded to

believe was proof of a medicinal character. They were

followed by ladies also curious to taste, to prove, and in

many cases to be cured.

Meantime everybody, both of the town and the country,
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rejoiced at hearing that it had been decided to take ad-

vantage of the discovery in order to convert Lynn Regis,

previously esteemed as on the same level as Gosport

in the South of England, or Wapping by the Port of

London, into a place of fashionable resort and another

Bath or Tunbridge Wells. It was difficult, however,

to believe that the old town, with its narrow and winding

streets, its streams, its bridges, its old decayed courts and

ancient pavements, could accommodate itself to the wants

and the taste, or even the presence, of the polite world.

Then the news spread further afield. The Reverend

Canons in their secluded Close beside their venerable

Cathedral—whether at Peterborough, Lincoln, Ely, or

Norwich—heard the story, magnified and exaggerated ; how

at Lynn had been found a spring of water that miracu-

lously healed all wounds, cured all diseases, and made the

halt to run and the cripple to stand. Better than all, it

restored the power of drinking port wine to old divines

who had been compelled by their infirmities to give up

that generous wine.

In their great colleges, a world too wide for the young-

men who entered them as students, the Fellows heard the

news, and talked about the discovery in the dull combina-

tion-rooms, where the talk was mainly of the rents and the

dinners, the last brew at the college brewery, yesterday's

cards, or the approaching vacancy in a college living.

They, too, pricked up their ears at the news, because to

them, as well as to their reverend brethren of the Cathedral,

gout and rheumatism were deadly enemies. If only Provi-

dence would remove from mankind those two diseases,

which plague and pester those to whom their lives would

otherwise be full of comfort and happiness, cheered by

wine and punch, stayed and comforted by the good things

ready to the hand of the cook and the housewife

!
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And from all the towns around—from Boston, Spalding,

Wisbech, Bury, Wells—there came messengers and letters

of inquiry, all asking if the news was true—if people had

been already treated and already cured—if lodgings were

to be had, and so forth.

And then the preparations began. The committee

went from house to house encouraging and stimulating

the people to make ready for such an incursion as the

place had never before known, even at Fair time, and

promising a golden harvest. Who would not wish to

share in such a harvest ?

First, lodgings had to be got ready—they must be clean

at least and furnished with necessaries. People at the Spa

do not ask for great things in furniture—they do not

desire to sit in their lodgings, which are only for sleeping

and dressing—a blind in the window or a curtain, to keep

out the sun and prying eyes—a bed—a chair—a cupboard

—a looking-glass—a table—not even the most fashionable

lady asks for more, except that the bed be soft and the

wainscot and floor of the room be clean. The better

houses would be kept for the better sort ; the sailors
1

houses by the Common Stath and the King's Stath would

do for the visitors
1

servants, who could also eat and drink

in the taverns of the riverside. Houses deserted and

suffered to fall into decay in the courts of the town were

hastily repaired ; the roofs patched up ; the windows

replaced ; the doors and woodwork painted. Everywhere

rooms were cleaned ; beds were put up ; all the mattresses,

all the pillows, all the blankets and sheets in the town were

bought up, and more were ordered from Boston and other

places accessible by river or by sea. Certainly the town had

never before had such a cleaning, while the painters worked

all night, as well as all day, to get through their orders.

It was next necessary to provide supplies for the multi-
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tude, when they should arrive. I have spoken of the

plenty and abundance of everything in the town of Lynn.

The plenty is due to the great fertility of the reclaimed

land, which enables the farmers to grow more than they

can sell, for want of a market. There is sent abroad, as a

rule, to the Low Countries, much of the produce of the

farms ; there was, therefore, no difficulty in persuading

the farmers to hold their hands for a week or two, and,

when the company began to arrive, to send into the town

quantities of provisions of all kinds—pork, bacon, mutton,

beef, poultry, eggs, vegetables, and milk. Boats were

engaged for the conveyance of these stores down the river.

There would be provided food in abundance. And as for

drink, there was no difficulty at all in a town which im-

ported whole cargoes of wine every year.

I must not forget the preparation made in the churches.

There are two in Lynn ; ancient and venerable churches

both. I believe that they were always much larger than

was ever wanted, considering the number of the people

;

but in Norfolk the churches are all too large, being so

built for the greater praise and glory of God. However,

both in St. Margaret's and in St. Nicholas the congrega-

tions had long since shrunk, so that there were wide

spaces between the walls and the pews. These spaces

were now filled up with new pews, for the accommodation

of the expected invasion of visitors. I confess that I

admire the simple faith in the coming success of the Spa,

which at this time animated not only those most

interested, as the doctor himself, but also the people of

the town, who knew nothing except what they were told,

namely, that the well in the doctor's garden had properties

which were sovereign against certain diseases, and that all

the world had learned this fact, and were coming to be

cured.
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There were, next, the public preparations. The necessity

of despatch caused the structures to be of wood, which,

however, when brightly painted, may produce a more

pleasing effect than brick. First, there was the Pump
Room. This was built, of course, over the well in the

doctor's garden, which it almost covered. It was a square

or oblong building, having the well in one corner, and

containing a simple room with large sash windows, un-

furnished, save for a wooden bench running round the

wall and two others in the middle of the room. The water

was pumped up fresh and cool—it was really a very

fine well of water, always copious—into a large basin

;

a long counter ran across the room in front of the

basin ; the counter was provided with glasses of various

sizes, and behind the counter were two girls, hired as

dippers. The doctor's door opened out of the Pump
Room so as to afford readiness and convenience for con-

sultation.

Lastly, it was necessary to provide for the amusement
of the visitors. Everybody knows that for one person

who visits a Spa for health, there are ten who visit it for

the amusements and the pleasures and entertainments

provided at these places. I have mentioned the open
fields within the walls of the town, which were anciently

covered with the buildings and the gardens of the monks
and friars and the nuns. They are planted in some places

with trees ; for instance, below the Lady's Mount, in

which is the ancient chapel, there lie fields on which now
stand many noble trees. The Committee chose this spot

for the construction of the Assembly Rooms. They first

inclosed a large portion with a wooden fence ; they then

laid out the grounds with paths ; this done, they erected a

Long Room, where the Assembly might be held, with a
smooth and level floor, fit for dancing. This room was
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also to be the resort of the company in the mornings and

when the weather was rainy ; adjoining the Long Room

was the Card Room, with one long table and several small

tables ; and the Tea Room, where that beverage could be

served with drinks and cordials to counteract its (possibly)

evil effects. A gallery at one end was ready for the music

—outside there was another building for the music to play

on fine evenings.

I must not forget the decoration of the trees. Nothing

could be more beautiful than these avenues after nightfall

;

lamps of various colours hung on festoons from branch to

branch ; across the avenues in arches ; and from tree to

tree in parallel lines ; these, in the evening, produced an

appearance of light and colour that ravished the eye of

every beholder. Those who knew London declared that in

the day-time this place could compare favourably with the

Mall in St. James's Park, and in the evening, after dark,

even with the Marylebone Gardens or Vauxhall.

All these preparations were pushed forward with the

utmost diligence, so that everything might be ready by

the first of May, on which day it was hoped that the

season of the Spa would commence. Musicians and singers

were engaged ; they came from London, bringing good

recommendation from some of the pleasure-gardens where

they had performed with credit. They were to play for

the dancing on the nights of the Assembly ; they were

also to play in the morning when engaged or bespoke by

the gentlemen. They brought with them two or three

fiddlers ;
players on various instruments of brass ; and the

horns. A dancing master, Mr. Prappet, came from

Norwich ; he was busy for three weeks before the opening

with the young folks of the town, who had never before

danced anything more ambitious than a hey or a jig or

a country dance, or a frolic round the Maypole. Mr.
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Prappet was also engaged as Master of the Ceremonies, a

post of great responsibility and distinction.

A theatre is a necessary part of every public place,

therefore a troop of strolling players received permission

to perform three evenings in the week in the large room

of the Duke's Head Inn. I know not what reputation

they had as actors, but I can bear witness that they made

as much as they could out of a passion, tearing it, so to

speak, to rags, and bawling themselves hoarse, so that at

least they earned their money, which was not much, I fear.

The cockpit was newly repaired for the lovers of that

manly and favourite sport, to which the gentlemen of

Norfolk are, as is well known, much addicted. For those

who prefer the more quiet games there was the bowling

green. And, lastly, for those who incline to the ruder

sports there were provided masters of fence who could

play with quarter-staff or cudgel; jugglers and conjurers;

with rope-dancers, tumblers, merry-andrews, and such folk,

together with a tent for their performance.

These details are perhaps below the dignity of history.

I mention them in order to let it be understood that the

invention— the lying invention— of Sam Semple was

bearing the fruit which he most desired in the deception

of the whole town. There was never, I believe, so great a

deception attempted or carried into effect.

Meantime, the work of the town continued as usual.

The port had nothing to do with the Spa. For my own

part, I was discharging cargo from the Lady ofLynn, and

making ready to take in a new cargo. All day I was

engaged on board ; I slept on board ; but in the evening I

went ashore and looked on at the preparations and at this

new world of fashion and pleasure, the like of which I had

never seen before. And, as usual, the ships came into

port and dropped anchor off the Stath, or they cleared out
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and went down the river with the current and the tide.

There were two kinds of life in the place where there had

never before been more than one ; and while the people in

one part of the town had nothing to think of but amuse-

ment, those at the other part were, as usual, engaged in

their various work. The clerks ran about with their quills

behind their ears ; the porters rolled the casks ; the barge-

men brought their unwieldy craft alongside with many

loud-sounding oaths and the yohoing without which they

can do nothing ; and in the taverns the sailors drank and

danced and sang, quite unmindful of the people in the

streets behind them.

The first arrivals were the gentlefolk from the country

round Lynn. They learned when everything would be

ready, and they came in as soon as the gardens were laid

out, the Long Room was finished, and the first evening

announced. They had but a few miles to travel; they

engaged the best lodgings and demanded the best pro-

visions. As for wine, they could not have better, because

there is no better wine than fills the cellars of our merchants

or our vintners.

As these good people came to the Spa it was thought

necessary to drink the waters, and this they did with much

importance every morning. The natives of Norfolk are, I

verily believe, the longest-lived and the most healthy

people in the whole world. With the exception of ague

—they call it the Bailiff of Marshland—the people in this

county seldom suffer from any disorder, and live to a good

old age. Yet all, with one consent, began the day by

drinking a glass of the cold bright water served in the

Pump Room. Very few of them, I say, were troubled

with any kind of complaint ; though the gentlemen are

hard drinkers they are also hard riders, and the open air

and cold winds of the morning drive out and dissipate the
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fumes of the evening and its wine. For this reason,

though many of our sea-captains drink hard at sea, they

are never a bit the worse, for the fresh salt air is the finest

restorative, and a sailor may be drunk once every twenty-

four hours and yet live to a hundred and be none the

worse. Most of those who drank the waters had never felt

any symptoms of gout or rheumatism, lumbago, sciatica,

pleurisy, consumption, or asthma, or any other disease

whatever. They flocked to the Pump Room in order to

drive away even the possibility of these symptoms. To

drink the waters for a month, or even a fortnight, was

considered sovereign for the keeping off of all kinds of

sickness for at least a whole year to come. It was strange

how quite young men and young maidens suddenly conceived

this superstitious belief—I can call it nothing but supersti-

tion—that those who were perfectly well would be main-

tained in health—although young people of this age do

not commonly contract the diseases above enumerated—by
drinking a glass of water every morning. That old men,

who will catch at anything that offers to restore health,

should resort to this newly-discovered universal medicine

was not so strange. Captain Crowle, who, to my certain

knowledge, had never suffered a day's sickness in the

seventy years of his life ; who kept his teeth firm and

sound ; whose hair had not fallen off ; who stood firm

on his legs and square in his shoulders ; who still drank

free and devoured his rations as eagerly as any able-bodied

sailor, marched every morning to the Pump Room and

took his glass.

' Jack,
1
he said, ' the discovery is truly miraculous.

By the Lord ! it will make us all live to be a hundred.

Already I feel once more like a man of thirty. I shall

shake a leg, yet, at the wedding of Molly's children—ay,

and her grandchildren.
1
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They all consulted the doctor—the sick and the well

alike—the former in order to be cured, and the latter in

order to guard against disease. Now that one knows the

foundation of the whole business it is wonderful to reflect

upon the number of cures the doctor was able to register

in his book ; cures about which there could be neither

doubt nor dispute, so that one is fain to think that faith

alone may be sufficient to drive out rheumatism. The

prescription of the worthy doctor rested entirely on the

curative power of the water. ' You will take,
1 he said to

everyone who came to him, 'every morning, before break-

fast for choice, a glass of the water. Or, if you prefer

first to take a dish of tea, a cup of chocolate, or a draught

of beer, do so by all means. In that case take your glass

an hour—not more—after breakfast. I prescribe, in your

case, a dose in a glass numbered A, 1

or B, or C, as the case

might be. ' It contains seven ounces and six drachms,
1
or

some other weight, as the case might be. He was very

exact in the size of the glass and the capacity of the dose.

* This is the exact quantity which operates efficaciously in

your case. Do not take more, for it will not expedite

your cure ; nor less, for that will hinder it. Seven ounces

and six drachms.
1

The doctor's dignity and gravity, indeed, were a credit

to the town. Out of London, I believe, there was no

physician with such outward tokens of science. The

velvet coat he now wore habitually ; a new wig, greatly

delayed, had been brought from Norwich ; his lace and

his linen were clean every morning ; his fingers became

curly from the continual clasp of the guinea. No one, I

am sure, expected to find so grave and dignified a

physician in a town occupied mainly by rude tarpaulins

and their ladies. Where nothing better than a mere

apothecary could be expected there was found a physician,



THE OPENING OF THE SPA 90

in manner and in appearance equal to the most fashion-

able doctor of medicine in London itself.

' Before breakfast, madam, 1

he repeated ; ' fasting, if

possible. If that is not convenient, after breakfast.

Think not to hasten the operation of the waters by too

generous a use of them. Seven ounces and six drachms in

dose. Let that be your daily allowance; that and no

more. For your diet, let it be ample, generous, and of

the best quality that the market supplies. There is here,

providentially, considering the wants of the Spa, the best

market in Norfolk, provided with birds of all kinds, both

wild and of the farmyard ; with beef and mutton fattened

on the pastures of Marshland ; and with fruit and other

things of the very best. Partake plentifully, madam.

Do not deny yourself. Tea you may take if you desire it;

very good tea can be obtained of the apothecary at a

guinea a pound. For my own part, I allow the beverage

to be sometimes useful in clearing the brain of noxious

vapours and the body of corrupt humours. For wine I

recommend port, Malmesey, Madeira, or Lisbon—but not

more than one measured pint in the day. You must take

exercise gently by walking in the gardens, or in the

Long Room, or by dancing in the evening, and you may
maintain cheerfulness of mind, which is beneficial in any

case, whether of sickness or of health, by taking a hand in

the Card Room."'

To the gentlemen who had not as yet fallen victims to

any of the prevalent diseases he would discourse much

after the same fashion.

' Put out your tongue, sir—I believe it to be furred—so.

Dear me ! Worse than I suspected. And your pulse ? I

believe it to be strong-. So. As I thought. A little too

strong, perhaps even febrile. Your habits, I suppose,

include a hearty appetite and a full allowance of old ale

7—2
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and wine. You ride—you hunt—you attend races and

the cockpit, and sports of all kinds ; you are not addicted

to reading or to study. And you sometimes play cards.
,

' The doctor,
1

said his patient, afterwards, ' knew

exactly, and could tell by my pulse and my tongue my
daily way of living. Tis wonderful I

1

' It is my duty to warn you, sir, that you have within

you the seeds of gout—of inflammatory gout—which

will fix itself upon the big toe, and there become like

a bag of red-hot needles. Afterwards it will mount

higher—but I will spare you the description of your dying

agonies. You may, however, avert this suffering, or post-

pone it, so that it will only seize upon you should you live

to a hundred and twenty, or thereabouts. The surest

method is by drinking these waters every year for a week

or two. One tumbler every morning fasting. You will

take a measured weight of seven ounces and six drachms

'

—or, as I said before, some other dose. ' I prescribe,

in your case, no other medicine. Let your diet be

generous. Confine yourself to a single bottle of wine a

day. Ride as usual, and, in fact, live as you are accus-

tomed. Nature, sir, abhors a revolution ; she expects to

perform her usual work in the usual manner. 1

If any came to him already afflicted with gout or

rheumatism, he prescribed for them in a similarly easy

and simple fashion.

' You have been taking colchicum,
1

or whatever it might

have been. ' I recommend you on no account to discon-

tinue a medicine to which you are accustomed. Gout is an

enemy which may be attacked from many points. While

it is resisting, so far successfully, the attack by the drugs

which have been administered to you, I shall attack it

from an unsuspected quarter. Ha ! I shall fall, sir, upon

the unguarded flank with an infallible method. You will
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take, sir, three glasses of water daily, each before meals.

Each glass contains the measured weight of seven ounces

and six drachms,"' or some other dose which was care-

fully prescribed. 'You will, in other respects, follow the

diet recommended by your former physicians.
1

' The doctor,*
1

said his patient, ' is not one who scoff's at

his brethren. On the contrary, he continues their treat-

ment, only adding the water. And you see what I

am now.
1

' Observe,
1

the doctor continued, ' my treatment is

simple. It is so simple that it must command success.

I shall expect, therefore, to find in you, for your own

share in the cure, that faith which assists Nature. Nothing

so disconcerts an enemy as the confidence of victory on

the other side. Before that faith gout flies terrified ; and

Nature, triumphant, resumes that nicely balanced equili-

brium of all the functions which the unlearned call

health."

The doctor also encouraged his dippers, one of whom
was a young woman of attractive appearance and great

freedom of tongue, to relate, for the benefit of those who

drank the waters, cases of cure and rapid recovery. This

encouragement caused the girl, who had a fine natural gift

of embellishment or development, to sing the praises of

the Spa with a most audacious contempt for the structure

of fact.

* Lawk, madam I

1

she would say, using the broad Norfolk

accent which I choose to convert into English, because her

discourse would be unintelligible save to the folk of the

county ;
' to think what this blessed water can do ! That

poor gentleman who has just gone out—you saw yourself

that he now walks as upright as a lance and as stiff as a

recruiting sergeant—he first came to the Pump Room

—

was it a fortnight ago or three weeks, Jenny ? Twelve
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days ? To be sure. You ought to know—Jenny dipped

for him, madam. He was carried in ; his very crutches

were no good to him ; and as for his poor feet, they

dangled for all the world like lumps of pork. And his

groans—lawk !—they would move a heart of stone.

Jenny here, who has a feeling heart, though but a humble

dipper at your service, madam, like myself, and pleased to

be of service to so fine a lady, burst into tears when she

saw him—didn't you, Jenny, my dear? Before all the

people, she did. Well, he drank three tumblers every day

—each exactly seven ounces and six drachms in weight

—

oh ! the doctor knows what to do for his patients—did

your ladyship ever see a wiser doctor ? On the third day

he left off groaning ; on the fourth he said, " I feel better,

give me my third tumbler.
11

Didn't he say those very

words, Jenny ? " Give me my third,
11

he said. On the

fifth day he walked in by himself. It was on crutches, it

is true, for even this water takes its time. Lord forbid

that I should tell your ladyship anything but Gospel

!

On the sixth day he used a walking-stick ; on the seventh,

he said, walking upright, his stick over his shoulder, " If it

was not Sunday,
11
he said, " I should cut a caper—cut a

caper,
11

he said. Jenny heard him. And now he talks of

going home, where a sweet young lady, almost as beautiful

as your ladyship, waits for him with a fortune of twenty

thousand pounds. She couldn't marry a man—could she,

madam ?—with both feet, as a body might say, in the

grave. Nobody except the doctor and us dippers knows

the secrets of the Spa. If we could talk—but there

!

We are bound to secrecy, because ladies would not let the

world know that they have had ailments ; but if we could

talk you would be astonished. Tell her ladyship, Jenny,

about the old gammer of ninety while I attend to the

company. Yes, sir, coining, sir.
1
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And so she rattled on, talking all day long and never

tired of inventing these stories. The people listened,

laughed, affected disbelief, yet believed. They drank the

waters and put down their twopences, which went into a

box, kept for the doctor. What with the patients'
1

guineas

and the daily harvest of this box, he, at least, was in a

fair way of proving the truth of his own prophecy, that

everybody in Lynn would be enriched by the grand

discovery.



CHAPTER IX

SENT TO THE SPA

At the outset, though the Pump Room was full every

morning and the Gardens and Long Room in the evening

were well attended, the Spa lacked animation. The music

pleased, the singers pleased, the coloured lamps dangled

in chains between the branches and pleased. Yet the

company was dull ; there was little noise of conversation,

and no mirth or laughter; the family groups were not

broken up ; the people looked at each other and walked

round and round in silence ; after the first round or so,

when they had seen all the dresses, the girls yawned and

wanted to sit down.

The Master of the Ceremonies exerted himself in vain.

He had hoped so much and promised so much that it was

sad to see him standing in front of the orchestra and vainly

endeavouring to find couples for the minuet. How should

they dance a minuet when there were no leaders to begin ?

And where were the gentlemen ? Most of them were at

the tavern or the cockpit, drinking and cockfighting, and
making bets. What was the use of calling a country

dance when there were none to stand up except ladies and

old men ? Mr. Prappet, in a blue silk coat and em-

broidered waistcoat, hat under arm, and flourishing his legs

as a fencing master flourishes his arms, fell into despon-

dency. 'I make no progress, Mr. Pentecrosse,
-1

he said.
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' I cannot begin with the beaux of the town ; they are

nautical or rustical, to tell the truth, and they are beneath

the gentry of the county. If I begin with them, none of

the gentry will condescend either to dance with them or to

follow them, and so the character of the assembly will be

gone. We must obey the laws of society. We want rank,

sir. We want a leader. We want two or three people of

fashion, otherwise these county families, none of whom will

yield precedence to any other, and will not endure that

one should stand up before the other, will never unbend.

Thev are jealous. Give me a leader—a nobleman—

a

baronet—a lady of quality—and you shall see how they

will fall in. First, the nobility, according to rank ; after

them, the gentry; then the town. Degrees must be

observed. But, in order to observe degrees, sir, we must

have rank among us. At present we are a mob. An
assembly in the polite world should be like the English

Constitution, which, Mr. Pentecrosse, consists of Lords and

Commons— Ladies, and the wives and daughters of

Commoners.''

To me it was amusing only to see the people in their fine

dresses marching round and round while the music played,

trailing their skirts on the floor, swinging their hoops, and

handling their fans ; for the lack of young men, talking

to the clergy from the cathedrals and the colleges, and

casting at each other glances of envy if one was better

dressed, or of scorn when one was worse dressed than them-

selves.

* As for the men, Jack,' said Captain Crowle, • I keep

looking about me. I try the Pump Room in the morning,

the ordinary at dinner, the taverns after dinner. My lad,

there is not one anion"; them all who is fit to be mated

with our Molly. Gentlemen, are they ? I like not the

manner of these gentlemen. They are mostly young, but
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drink hard already. If their faces are red and swollen at

twenty-five, what will they be at forty? My girl shall

marry none of them. Nor shall she dance with them.

She shall stay at home.''

In fact, during the first week or two after the opening

of the Spa Molly remained at home, and was not seen in

the Long Room or in the Gardens.

The town was nearly full, many of the visitors having

to put up with mean lodgings in the crazy old courts, of

which there are so many in Lynn, when the first arrival

from London took place. It was that of a clergyman

named Benjamin Pardon, Artium Magister, formerly of

Trinity College, Cambridge. He was a man of insignificant

presence, his figure being small and thin, but finely dressed.

His head was almost hidden by a full ecclesiastical wig.

Apparently he was between forty and fifty years of age ; he

looked about him and surveyed the company with an air

of superiority, as if he had been a person of rank. He

spoke with a loud, rather a high voice ; his face was pale,

and his hands, which he displayed, were as white as any

woman's ; on one finger he wore a large ring with a stone

on which were carved three graces, or Greek goddesses,

standing in a row. To some the ring was a stumbling-

block, as hardly in accordance with the profession of a

divine. ' Art,
1 however, he was wont to say, ' knows

nothing of Eve's apple and its consequences. Art is out-

side religion f and so forth. Fustian stuff, it seems to me,

looking back ; but at that time we were carried away by

the authority of the man.

He came to us down the river by a tilt boat from

Cambridge, and accepted, contentedly, quite a humble

lodging, barely furnished with a chair and a flock bed.

' Humility becomes a divine,
1

he said, in a high, authori-

tative voice. 'The room will serve. A coal fire and an
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open window will remove the mustiness. Who am I that

I should demand the luxuries of Lucullus ? The Cloth

should daily offer an example. We must macerate the

flesh.
1 He was thin, but he certainly practised not macera-

tion. ' We must subdue the body. To him who meditates

a hovel becomes a palace. There is an ordinary, you say,

daily at the Crown—at two shillings ? For the better

subjugation of the carnal appetite it should have been one

and sixpence. Nevertheless, I have heard of the green

goslings of Lynn. Perhaps I shall now be privileged to

taste them. There were excellent ruff's and reeves when I

was at College that came to the Market-place from the

Fens in the May time. You have a Portuguese trade, I am
told—in wine, I hope, otherwise we are not likely to get

anything fit for a gentleman to drink. It is, indeed, little

that I take ; were it not for my infirmities, I should take

none. Your port, I hope, is matured. More sickness is

caused by new wine than by any other cause. Give me

wine of twenty years—but that is beyond hope in this

place. If it is three, four, or five years old, I shall be

fortunate beyond my expectation.
1 He did not say all

these fine things at once, or to one person ; but by bits to

his brother clergyman, the Vicar of St. Margaret's ; to

Captain Crowle, to the Mayor, to the landlady of the

Crown Inn, to the ladies in the Long Room. ' You see

me as I am, a poor scholar, a humble minister of the

Church

—

servus servorwn, to use the style and title of the

Pope ; one who despises wealth.
1 Yet his cassock was of

thick silk and his bands were laced. ' I live in London

because I can there find, when I want it, a lectureship for

my preaching, and a library—that of Sion College—for

my reading, study, meditation, and writing. I leave behind

me, unfinished, my work—my magnum ojnis—forgive the

infirmity natural to man of desiring to live in the memory
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of men. I confess that I look forward with pleasure to

future fame : my " History of the Early Councils " will be

a monument—if I may be permitted so to speak of it

—

a monument of erudition. I come here by order of my
physician. Ladies, this sluggish body, which gives us so

much trouble, must be kept in health (as well as in sub-

jection) if we would perform the tasks laid down for us.

The waters which I am about to drink will, under

Providence, drive away those symptoms which have made
my friends, rather than myself, anxious. As for me, what
cause have I for anxiety ? Why should I not be ready to

lay down pen and book, and teach no more ?'

He was, perhaps—though we must allow a good deal to

his profession—too fond of preaching. He practised in

the morning at the Pump Room. Holding a glass of

water to the light, he discoursed on the marvels of Provi-

dence in concealing sovereign remedies under the guise of

simple water, such as one may find in any running brook

to all appearance, and yet so potent. He would preach in

the Gardens. He would show the piety of his character

even when taking supper— a cold chicken and a bottle of

Lisbon—in an alcove beside the dancing platform. In this

way he rapidly acquired a great reputation, and drew after

him everyday a following of ladies ; there are always ladies

who desire nothing so much as pious talk on matters of

religion with one who has a proper feeling for the sex, and

is courteous and complimentary, deferent and assiduous, as

well as learned, pious, and eloquent. The good man, for

his part, was never tired of conversing with these amiable

ladies, especially with the younger sort; but I believe

there were jealousies among them, each desiring the whole

undivided man for herself, which is not uncommon even

among ladies of the strictest profession in religion.

It was presently learned that Mr. Purdon had offered to
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take the services at St. Nicholas for a few weeks in order

to enable the curate to attend the bedside of a parent. He
undertook this duty without asking for any fee or pay, a

fact which greatly increased his reputation. He continued

the morning services, now held in a well-filled church, and

delivered a sermon on Sunday morning. Never before had

the good people who sat in the church heard discourses of

so much eloquence, such close reasoning, such unexpected

illustrations ; with passages so tender and so pathetic.

The women wept ; the men cleared their throats ; the

sermons of his Reverence drew after him the whole

company, except those who spent their Sunday morning

at the tavern, and also excepting the clergymen of the

Cathedrals and the Colleges. These, for some reason,

looked upon him with distrust.

Among those who thus regarded him was the Vicar of

St. Margaret's, the Rev. Mark Gentle. He was, to begin

with, the very opposite of the other in all respects. He
lived simply, drinking no wine ; he was a silent man, whose

occasional words were received with consideration ; he was

a great scholar, with a fine library. His discourses were

not understood by the congregation, but they were said to

be full of learning. He did not make himself agreeable

to the ladies ; he never talked of religion ; he never spoke

of his own habits or his own learning. He was a tall

spare man with a thin face and a long nose, of the kind

which is said to accompany a sense of humour ; and he

had sometimes a curious light in his eye like the flash of

a light in the dark.

'The Reverend Benjamin Purdon,"' he said, with such a

flash, ' interests me greatly. He is a most learned person

—indeed, he says so himself. I quoted a well-known

passage of a Greek tragedy to him yesterday, and he said

that his Hebrew he left behind him when he came into the
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country. We must not think that this proves anything.

A man's ear may be deceived. I offered him the use of

my library, but he declined. That proves nothing, either,

because he may not wish to read at present. I hear that

the women weep when he preaches ; and that proves

nothing. Sir, I should like the opinion of Sion College,

which is a collection of all the rectors and vicars of the

City churches, as to the learning of this ecclesiastic. He
is, doubtless, all that he proclaims himself. But, after all,

that means nothing. We shall probably learn more about

him. Whatever we learn will, we may confidently expect,

redound to his credit, and increase his reputation.
1

This he said in my presence, to my father. ' I know

not,
1

he replied, ' how much this learned theologian pro-

fesses, but humility is not one of his virtues. I offered,

meeting him in the Herb Market yesterday, to show him

the school as a venerable monument erected for the sake

of learning- three hundred vears ago. " Pedagogue I

11

he

answered. " Know thy place !" So he swept on his way,

swelling under his silken cassock.
1

Captain Crowle, however, with many others, was greatly

taken with him. ' Jack,
1

he said, ' the London clergyman

shames our rusticity. Learning flows from him with every

word he speaks. He makes the women cry. He is full of

pious sentiment. If we have many visitors so edifying,

this discovery is like to prove for all of us the road to

Heaven as well as the means of wealth.
1

Alas ! the road to Heaven seldom, so far as I under-

stand, brings the pilgrim within reach of the means

of wealth. But this the Captain could not understand,

because he had been amassing wealth for his ward, not for

himself, and therefore knew not the dangers of the pursuit.

The Reverend Benjamin Purdon was only a forerunner.

He was followed by the rest of the company—the de-
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lectable company—brought together for our destruction.

I would not willingly anticipate the sequel of these arrivals

among us, but there are moments when I am fain to

declare a righteous wrath. As for revenge—but it would

be idle to speak of revenge. When a man has taken all

that he can devise or procure in the way of revenge

—

bodily pain, ruin, loss of position, exposure, everything

—

the first injury remains untouched. This cannot be un-

done ; nor can the injury be atoned by any suffering or

any punishment. Revenge, again, grows more hungrv by

what should satisfy it ; revenge is never satisfied. Revenge

has been forbidden to man because he cannot be trusted.

It is the Lord's. In this case it was the Lord who avenged

our cause, and, I believe, turned the injury into a blessing,

and made our very loss a ladder that led to Heaven.

A day or two after Mr. Purdon's arrival came a carriage

and four containing a very fine lady indeed, with her maid

and her man. She drove to the Crown, the people all

looking after her. A large coat of arms was emblazoned

on the door of her carriage, with a coronet and supporters

;

her man was dressed in a noble livery of pale green with

scarlet epaulettes. A little crowd gathered round the

door of the Crown while the footman held the door open

and the lady spoke with the landlord.

' Sir,' she said, inclining her head graciously and smiling

upon the crowd, ' I have been directed to ask for thy good
offices in procuring a lodging. I am a simple person, but

a body must have cleanliness and room to turn about.
1

' Madam,' said the landlord, ' there is but one lodging

in the town which is worthy of your ladyship. I have,

myself, across the Market Place, a house which contains

three or four rooms. These I would submit to your lady-

ship's consideration.''

This was an excellent beginning. The lady took the
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rooms at the rent proposed and without haggling ; there

were two bedrooms, for herself and her maid, and one

room in which she could sit ; the man found lodgings else-

where. It appeared from his statement that his mistress

was none other than the Lady Anastasia, widow of the

late Lord Langston, and sister of the living Earl of Selsey.

It was therefore quite true, as Sam Semple had announced,

that persons of quality were coming to the Spa.

The Lady Anastasia at this time was about twenty-six

years of age, or perhaps thirty, a handsome woman still,

though no longer in the first flush of her beauty. Her
dress, as well as her manner, proclaimed the woman of

fashion. I confess that, as a simple sailor, one who could

not pretend to be a gentleman and had never before seen

a woman of rank, much less conversed with one, I was

quite ready, after she had honoured me with a few words

of condescension and kindness, to become her slave. She

could bear herself with the greatest dignity, and even

severity, as certain ladies discovered who presumed upon

her kindness and assumed familiarity. But while she could

freeze with a frown and humiliate with a look, she could,

and did, the next moment subdue the most obdurate and

disarm the most resentful with her gracious smile and with

her voice, which was the softest, the most musical and the

most moving that you can imagine. She had been a widow
for two or three years, and, having now put off the weeds,

she was rejoicing at the freedom which the world allows

to a young widow of fortune and of rank.

You may be sure that the news of her arrival was

speedily spread through the town. On the first night

Lady Anastasia remained in her lodgings ; but the ringers

of St. Margaret's gave her a welcome with the bells, and

in the morning the horns saluted her with a tune and a

flourish under her windows. To the ringers she sent her
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thanks, with money for supper and plenty of beer, and to

the horns she sent out a suitable present of money, also

with thanks.

Later on, a deputation, consisting of the Mayor in his

robes and his gold chain, accompanied by the Aldermen in

their gowns, the Vicar in his cassock and gown, the doctor

in his best velvet coat and his biggest wig, and Captain

Crowle in his Sunday suit of black cloth, waited on the

Lady Anastasia. They marched along the street from the

Town Hall, preceded by the beadle in his green coat with

brass buttons and lace hat, carrying the borough mace, all

to do honour to this distinguished visitor.

They were received by the lady reclining on the sofa.

Beside her stood her maid in a white apron and a white

cap. At the door stood her man in his green livery—very

fine. As for the Lady Anastasia's dress, I will attempt on

another occasion a more particular description. Suffice it

to say that it was rich and splendid. The reception

which she accorded to the deputation was most gracious

and condescending, in this respect surpassing anything

that they had expected. They looked, indeed, for the

austerity and dignity of rank, and were received by the

affability which renders rank wherein it is found admired

and respected. Indeed, whatever I shall have to relate

concerning this lady, it must be acknowledged that she

possessed the art of attracting all kinds of people, of

compelling their submission to her slightest wishes and of

commanding their respectful affection. So much I must

concede.

The Mayor bade her welcome to the Spa. ' Madam,1

he

said, ' this town until yesterday was but a seaport, and we

ourselves for the most part merchants and sailors. We
are not people of fashion; we do not call ourselves

courtiers ; but you will find us honest. And we hope

8
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that you will believe in our honesty when we venture,

with all respect, to declare ourselves greatly honoured by

this visit of your ladyship.

'

' Indeed, Worshipful Sir, and Reverend Sir—and you,

gentlemen, I am grateful for your kind words. I am here

only in the pursuit of health. I want nothing more,

believe me, but to drink your sovereign waters—of which

my physician speaks most highly—and when my health

allows me, to attend your church.
1

' AVe hope to offer your ladyship more than the Pump
Room,'' the Mayor continued. ' We have devised, in our

humble way, rooms for the entertainment of the company

with music and gardens, and we hope to have an Assembly

for dancing in the Long Room. They are not such

entertainments as your ladyship is accustomed to adorn,

but such as they are, we shall be deeply honoured if you

will condescend to join them. You will find the gentry,

and their ladies, of the county and others not unworthy of

your ladyship's acquaintance.
1

' Sir, I accept your invitation with great pleasure.

These gaieties are, indeed, unexpected. I look forward,

gentlemen, to making the acquaintance, before many days,

of your ladies as well.
1

So saying she rose and dropped a curtsey, while her man
threw open the door and the deputation withdrew.

The doctor remained behind.

'Madam,1

he said, 'you have been ordered—advised

—

by your physician to try the waters of our Spa. Permit

me, as the only physician of the town, an unworthy member

of that learned College, to take charge of your health

during your stay. Your ladyship will allow me to feel

your pulse. Humph ! It beats strong—a bounding pulse

—as we of the profession say. A bounding pulse. To be

sure, your ladyship is in the heyday of life, with youth
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and strength. A bounding pulse. Some of my brethren

might be alarmed as at febrile indications ; they would

bleed you—even ad plenum rivum—forgive the Latin.

For my own part, I laugh at these precautions. I find in

the strength of the pulse nothing but the ardour of youth.

I see no necessity for reduction of strength by blood-letting.

Your ladyship will perhaps detail the symptoms for which

this visit to the Spa was ordered.
1

The lady obeyed.

' These symptoms,1

said the doctor, ' are grave. As yet

they are menacing only. Nature has given warning.

Nature opens her book so that we who know her language

may read. We meet her warnings by sharp action. Your
ladyship will, therefore, while continuing the course recom-

mended by my learned brother, take one glass of the water

daily ; in the morning, before breakfast, fasting. Each
dose must contain seven ounces and six drachms. I shall

have the honour to visit your ladyship daily, and we will

regulate the treatment according to the operation of the

water.
1

' And must I give up the innocent pleasures offered me
by your friends, doctor ? Surely, you will not be so cruel.

1

' By no means, madam. Partake of all—of all—in

moderation. Cards are good, if you like them. Dancing,

if you like it—with your symptoms you must, above all

things, nourish the body and keep the mind in cheer-

fulness.
1

The doctor withdrew and proceeded to relate to the

Pump Room some particulars, with embellishments, of his

interview with the Lady Anastasia.

' Nothing,
1

he said, ' can be imagined more gracious

than her manner. It is at once dignified and modest.
" I trust myself entirely in your hands,

11

she said. What
an example to patients of lower rank ! " I rely entirely

8—2
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on your skill and knowledge," she added. It should be a

lesson for all. I confess that it is gratifying, even though

the compliment was not undeserved and the confidence is

not misplaced. We may look for her ladyship in the

Long Room this evening. I hope to present to her many

of the ladies of the company. It is a great thing for the

visitors and patients of the Spa, that this accession of

rank and fashion has arrived. Her beauty will prove

more attractive to the gentlemen than the cockpit and

the tavern ; her manners and her dress will be the admira-

tion of the ladies. She will lead in the dance, she will be

Queen of the Spa. The widow of the Right Honourable

the Lord Langston, the daughter and the sister of the

Right Honourable the Earl of Selsey '—he rolled out the

titles as if he could not have too much of them or too

manv—'has come among us. We will restore her to

health by means of our Spa ; she will instruct our young

folk in the manners of the polite world.''

In the evening the lady came to the Long Room soon

after the music commenced. Mr. Prappet, bowing low,

invited her to honour the evening by dancing a minuet.

He presented a gentleman, the son of a Norfolk squire,

who, with many blushes, being still young, led out this

lady, all jewels, silk, ribbons, and patches, and with such

o-race as he could command, performed the stately dance

of the fashionable Assembly.

This done, the Master of the Ceremonies presented

another gentleman, and her ladyship condescended to a

second dance—after which she retired and sat down. The

first e-entleman then danced with another lady ; the second

gentleman succeeded him, and dance followed dance. Mr.

Prappet presented to Lady Anastasia those of the ladies

who belonged to the gentry, and she was presently

surrounded by a court or company, with whom she
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discoursed pleasantly and graciously. The Spa had found

a leader; the assembly was no longer frigid and con-

strained ; everybody talked and everybody laughed ; the

family groups were broken up ; none of the younger

gentlemen deserted the Assembly for the cockpit ; and

when the country dance began and Lady Anastasia led,

dancing down the middle, taking hands and freely mixing

with ladies who had no pretensions to family, being

perhaps the daughters of merchants, and those in Lynn

itself, the barriers were broken down, and, without setting

themselves apart on account of family pride, the whole

company gave itself up to pleasure. When the music

ceased, there was a run upon the supper-tables, and you

could hear nothing but the drawing of corks, the clicking

of knives and forks, the music of pleasant talk, and the

laughter of girls. When, at midnight, the Lady Anastasia

called for her chair, a dozen young gentlemen sprang up

to escort her home, walking beside the chair to her

lodgings, and bowing low as she ran up the steps of her

house.

The next arrival from London was a person of less

consequence. He was quite an old gentleman, who was

brought, it appeared, by easy stages in a postchaise. The
roughness of the road, especially towards the end, had

shaken him to such an extent that he was unable even to

get out of the chaise, and was carried into the house,

where they found him a lodging and put him to bed. His

man told the people that this was Sir Harry Malyns, a

baronet and country gentleman, whose life was wholly

devoted to the pleasures of town. Those who had seen

the withered old anatomy carried out of his carriage

laughed at the thought of this ancient person still devoted

to the pleasures of the town. ' Nay,' said the valet,

grinning, 'but wait till you see him dressed. Wait till
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he has passed through my hands. You think he is at

his last gasp. Indeed, I thought so myself when I gave

him his sack posset and put him to bed, but he wall

recover. Sir Harry is not so old but he can still bear

some fatigues.
, And, indeed, you may imagine the

surprise of those who had seen him the day before, when,

about eleven o'clock in the forenoon, Sir Harry came out

of the house and walked along the street. In place of a

decrepit old man they saw the most gallant and the most

bravely dressed Beau that you can imagine. He appeared

from the back and from either side—where his face was

not visible—a young gentleman in the height of fashion.

To be sure, there was a certain unsteadiness of gait, and

if his foot struck against an uneven piece of pavement you

might perceive his knees knocking together and his legs

beginning to tremble. But he rallied bravely, and went

on. He carried his hat under his arm, a coloured cane

dangled from his right wrist, his left hand carried a gold

snuff-box with a lady painted on the outside. He walked

with an affected step, such as we call mincing, and when

he came to the Pump Room he entered it upon his toes,

with his knees bent and his arms extended. For an

example of the manners which mean nothing but affecta-

tion and pretence, there was no one at the Spa who could

compare with old Sir Harry.

The Pump Room was tolerably full of people who came

in the forenoon to talk. Sir Harry, pretending not to

observe the curiosity with which he was regarded, intro-

duced himself to a gentleman by means of his snuff-box.

' Sir,
1

he said, ' have we any company at the Spa P
1 He

looked round the room as if disdainfully. ' Fine women,

of course, we have. Norfolk is famous for fine women and

fat turkeys ; but as for company P"
1

' Sir, we have many of the county gentry of Norfolk
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and Lincolnshire ; we have Divines from the cathedral

cities, and scholars from Cambridge.
1

' But of company—such as a gentleman may call

company P
1

' Why, sir,
1

said the other, himself a plain gentleman of

Norfolk, ' if you are not satisfied with what you see, you

had better find some other place for your exalted society.
1

' Pray, sir, forgive me. I am but recently arrived from

London. No doubt the assembly is entirely composed of

good families. I am myself but a country gentleman and

a simple baronet. I used the word " company 11

in a sense

confined to Town. 1

' Well, sir, since you are no better than the rest of us, I

may tell you that we have among us a certain lady of rank

—the Lady Anastasia Langston
'

' Pray, sir, pray—excuse me. Not a " certain
11 Lady

Anastasia. If you have the Lady Anastasia, you have, let

me tell you, the very pearl of highest fashion. If she is

here, you are indeed fortunate. One woman of her beauty,

grace, wealth, rank, and goodness is enough to make the

fortune of the Spa. Bath worships her ; Tunbridge prays

for her return ; there will be lamentation when it is known

that she has deserted these places for the newly discovered

waters of Lynn.
1

' Indeed, sir, we ought to feel greatly honoured.
1

* You ought, sir. Your ladies of Norfolk will learn

more from her, as concerns the great world and the world

of fashion, in a week than they could learn at the

Assembly of Norwich in a year. The Lady Anastasia

carries about with her the air which stamps the woman of

the highest fashion. She walks like a goddess, she talks

like an angel, and she smiles like a nymph—if there are

such nymphs, woodland or ocean nymphs—who wear hoops,

put on patches, build up head-dresses, and brandish fans.
1
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There was another whose arrival from London caused no

ringing of bells and salutations by the horns. This was

a certain Colonel Lanyon, who wore the King's scarlet,

having served and received promotion in the King's armies.

He was about forty years of age ; a big, blustering fellow

who rolled his shoulders as he walked along and took the

wall of everybody. He began, as he continued, by spend-

ing his time in the Card Room, at the cockpit, at the

badger-drawing, bull-baiting, horse-racing, cudgel-playing

—wherever sport was going on or betting to be made. He
drank the hardest, he played the deepest, he swore the

loudest, he was always ready to take offence. Yet he was

tolerated, and even liked, because he was good company.

He sang songs, he told anecdotes, he had seen service in

the West Indies and in many other places, he had passed

through many adventures ; he assumed, and successfully,

the manner of a good sportsman—free with his money,

who played deep, paid his debts of honour at once, and

expected to be paid in like manner. Now, the gentlemen

of Norfolk esteem a good sportsman above all things, and

readily pass over any little faults in a man who pleases

them in this respect. As for the ladies, the Colonel made
no attempt to win their good graces, and was never seen

either in the Long Room or the Gardens or the Assembly.



CHAPTER X

'OK THE NICEST HONOtTE''

Last of all came the prince of this company, whom I now

know was the arch villain, Lord Fylingdale himself.

We were prepared for his arrival by a letter from Sam

Semple. He wrote to the doctor informing him that my

lord was about to undertake his journey to Lynn, that he

hoped to complete it in three days, and that he would

probably arrive on such a day. He further stated that

the best rooms at the Crown Inn were to be engaged, and

that he, himself, namely, Sam, would accompany his lord-

ship in the capacity of private secretary and, as he put it,

confidential companion. To write such a letter to the

doctor was to proclaim it as from the house-top. In fact,

the good doctor made haste to read it aloud in the Pump

Room and to communicate the news to the Mayor and

Aldermen.

Sir Harry, being asked if he knew his lordship, shook

his head. ' We of the gay world,
1

he said, speaking as a

young man, ' do not commonly include Lord Fylingdale

among the beaux and bucks. There is in him a certain

haughtiness which forbids the familiarities common among

ourselves.
1

' Is he, then, a saint P
1

' Why, sir, I know nothing about saints. There are
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none, I believe, among my friends. I have, however, seen

Lord Fylingdale on the racecourse at Newmarket, and I

have seen him at the tables when the game of hazard was

played. And I have never yet seen saint or angel at either

place.
1

' Then, how is Lord Fylingdale distinguished P"
1

' Partly by his rank, but that is not everything. Partly

by his wealth, but that is not everything. Partly by his

superiority, which is undoubted. For he has none of the

foibles of other men ; if he sits down to a bottle he does

not call for t'other ; if he plays cards he wins or he loses

with equal composure, caring little which it may turn out

;

his name has never been mentioned with that of any woman.

Yet the world is eager after scandal, and would rejoice to

whisper something concerning him.
1

' He will condescend to despise us, then,
1

said the Vicar

of St. Margaret's, ' seeing that our world is wholly addicted

to sport, and takes fortune with heat and passion.
1

' Not so, reverend sir. He will, perhaps, attend our

entertainments, but his mind is set above such vanities.

As for me, sir, I own that I live for them. But my Lord

Fylingdale lives for other things.
1

' He is ambitious, perhaps. Has he thoughts of place

and of the Ministry P
1

Sir Harry took snuff. ' Pardon me, sir. The world

talks. I love the world, but I do not always talk with

the world. It may be that there are reasons of State

which bring him to this neighbourhood. I say nothing.
1

But he pointed over his shoulder and nodded his head

with meaning.

It will be remembered that Houghton, the seat of Sir

Robert Walpole, then the Minister all-powerful, is but a

few miles from Lynn. The crowd heard and whispered,

and the rumour ran that under pretence of seeking health
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Lord Fylingdale was coming to Lynn in order . . . here

the voice dropped, and the rest fell into the nearest ear.

The Rev. Mr. Purdon was more eloquent. ' What P
1 he

cried, ' Lord Fylingdale coming here ? Lord Fylingdale ?

Why, what can his lordship want at Lynn ?'

' We have heard that he is sent here to drink the

waters.
1

Mr. Purdon shook his head wisely. ' It may be. I do

not say that. . . . There is perhaps gout in the family.

. . . But with a personage—a personage, I say, there are

many reasons which prompt to action. However '

' Pray, sir, if you know him, inform us further as to his

lordship.
1

' Madam, I was his tutor. I accompanied him on the

Grand Tour. I therefore knew him intimately when he

was a young man of eighteen. I have been privileged with

his condescension since that time. He is at once a scholar,

a critic, and a connoisseur ; he hath a pretty taste in verse,

and can discourse of medals and of cameos. He is also a

man of fashion who can adorn an Assembly just as he

adorns, when it pleases him, the House of Lords. Yet not

a Fribble like certain persons '—he looked at Sir Harry

—

* nor a Beau, nor a profligate Mohock. Pride he has, I

allow. What do you expect of a man with such birth

and such ancestry ? His pride becomes him. Lesser men

can be familiar. He is said to be cold towards the fair

sex—I can contradict that calumny. Not coldness but

fastidiousness is his fault. " My lord,
11

I have said to him

often, " to expect the genius of Sappho, the beauty of

Helen, and the charms of Cleopatra, is to ask too much.

Not once in an age is such a woman created. Be content,

therefore,
11

I ventured to add. " Genius will smile upon

you ; loveliness will languish for you ; dignity will willingly

humble herself at your feet.
11 But I have spoken in vain.
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He is fastidious. Ladies, if I were young ; if I were a

noble lord ; if I were rich ; it is to Norfolk, believe me,

that I should fly, contented with the conquests awaiting

me here. This is truly a land of freedom, where to be in

chains and slavery is the happy lot.
1

This was the kind of talk with which we were prepared

to await the coming of this Paladin.

He arrived. Late in the day, about seven o'clock, there

came into the town, side by side, his lordship's running

footmen. They were known by the white holland waist-

coat and drawers belonging to their calling, the white

thread stockings, white caps, and blue scarves fringed with

velvet. In their hands they carried a porter's staff tipped

with a silver ball, in which I suppose was carried a lemon.

The rogues trotted in, without haste, for the roads were

bad behind them, and placed themselves at the door of

the Crown Inn, one on each side. The landlord stood in

the open door, his wife behind him ; and speedily half the

town gathered together to witness the arrival of the great

man.

His carriage came lumbering heavily along the narrow

streets. Within, beside his lordship, sat, as grand as you

please, our poet Sam Semple. It was admirable to remark

the air with which he sprang out of the carriage, offered

his arm for the descent of his patron, followed him into

the inn, demanded the best rooms, ordered a noble supper,

and looked about him with the manner of a stranger and

a gentleman, as if the host of the Crown had never boxed

his ears for an idle good-for-nothing who could not even

make out a bill aright. The bells were set ringing for

Lord Fylingdale as they had been for the Lady Anastasia

;

in the morning the horns saluted the illustrious visitor

;

and about eleven o'clock, when his lordship was dressed,

the Mayor and Aldermen, preceded by the bearer of the
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mace and accompanied by the clergy of the town and the

doctor, offered a visit of welcome and congratulation.

They retired overwhelmed by the condescension of their

guest. ' One does not expect,
1

said the doctor, ' the

gracious sweetness of a lady ; but we received every possible

mark of politeness and of consideration. As for the Mayor,

his Lordship treated him as if he were the Lord Mayor of

London itself. And for my own part, when I remained

on the departure of the rest, I can only say that I was

overwhelmed with the confidence bestowed upon me.

There has been talk in this Pump Room,' he looked around

him, ' of other reasons—reasons of State—and of pretended

sickness. The company may take it from me—from ME,

I say—that, whatever may be the reasons of State— it is

not for us to offer any opinion as to those reasons—the

symptoms which have been imparted to me in confidence

are such that a visit to the Spa is imperative; and treat-

ment, with drinking of the waters, is absolutely necessary.'

'This Lord Fylingdale, Jack,' said Captain Crowle,

who was one of the deputation, ' is a mighty fine gentle-

man, well favoured and well mannered. I have not yet

learned more about him. They say at the Pump Room

many things. He received us with condescension, and was

good enough to promise attendance at our Assembly,

though, he said, these occasions do not afford him so much

pleasure as other pursuits. 'Tis a fine thing, Jack, to be

a nobleman and to have so much dignity ; since I have

spoken with the Lady Anastasia I find myself trying to

look condescending. But the quarterdeck is one place and

the House of Lords is another. The captain of a ship,

Jack, if he were affable, would very quickly get knocked o'

the head by his crew.'

Meantime Sam Semple showed good sense in going

round to visit his old friends. Among others he called
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upon Captain Crowle, to whom he behaved, with singular

discernment, in such a way as would please the old man.

For on board ship we like a cheerful sailor, one who takes

punishment without snivelling, and bears no malice there-

after. A ship is like a boys
1

school, where a flogging wipes

out the offence, and master and boy become good friends

after it, whatever the heinousness of the crime.

* Sir,
1
said Sam, standing before the Captain modestly,

' you will understand, first of all, that I am reminded, in

coming here, of the last time that I saw you.
1

' Ay, my lad, I have not forgotten.
1 The Captain did

not rise from his arm-chair, nor did he offer Sam his hand.

He waited to learn in what spirit the young man ap-

proached him.

' Believe me, sir,
1

said Sam, ' I am not unmindful of a

certain lesson, rough, perhaps, but deserved. The pre-

sumption of youth, ignorance of the world, ignorance of

the prize to which I aspired, may be my excuse—if any

were needed. I was then both young and ignorant.
1

It

must be admitted that Sam possessed the gift of words.

' Indeed, I was too young to understand the humble nature

of my origin and my position, and too ignorant to under-

stand my own presumption. Therefore, sir, before I say

anything more, I beg your forgiveness. That presump-

tion, sir, can never, I assure you, be repeated. I know, at

least, my own place, and the distance between a certain

young lady and myself.
1

' Why, my lad,
1

said the Captain, ' since you talk in that

modest way, I bear no malice—none. Wherefore, here is

my hand in token of forgiveness. And so on that head

we will speak no more.
1

He extended his hand, which Sam took, still in humble

attitude.

' I am deeply grateful, Captain,
1

he said. ' You will,
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perhaps, before long find out how grateful I can be.
1

Time, in fact, did show the depth of his gratitude. ' Well,

sir, I am now in high favour with my Lord Fylingdale, on

whom you waited this morning.''

' I hope his favour will end in a snug place, Sam. For-

get not the main point. Well, your patron is a goodly

and a proper man to look at. Sit down, Sam. Take a

glass of home-brewed—you must want it after the ale of

London, which is, so far as I remember, but poor stuff.

Well, now, about your noble lord. He is a married man,

I suppose P
1

* Unfortunately, no. He is difficult to please.
1

' Ah ! and, I suppose, like most young noblemen, some-

thing of a profligate—eh, Sam ? Or a gambler, likely

!

One who has ruined many innocents. Eh P
1 The Captain

looked mighty cunning.
1
Sir, sir I

1 Sam spread out his hands in expostulation.

' You distress me. Lord Fylingdale a profligate ? Lord

Fylingdale a gambler? Lord Fylingdale a libertine ? Sir !

— Captain Crowle I

1 He spoke very earnestly ; the tears

came into his eyes ; he laid his hand upon the Captain's

knees. ' Sir, I assure you, he is, on the contrary, the best

of men. There is no more virtuous nobleman in the country.

My tongue is tied as his lordship's secretary, else would I

tell of good deeds. Truly his right hand knoweth not what

his left hand doeth. My lord is all goodness.
1

' Ay, ay ? This is good hearing indeed.
1

* Lord Fylingdale a gambler ? Why, he may take part

at a table ; but a gambler ? No man is less a gambler.

What doth it matter to him if he wins or loses a little ?

He neither desires to win, nor does he fear to lose. You
will, I dare say, see him in the Card Room, just to encourage

the spirit of the company.1

' A very noble gentleman indeed.
1 The Captain drank
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a glass of his home-brewed, ' a very noble gentleman truly.

Go on, Samuel.'
1

' Also, Captain, if there is one thing in the world that

my patron abhors, it is the man who ruins innocency and

leaves his victim to starve. No, sir ; his lordship is a man
of the nicest honour and the highest principle.

1

' He has a secretary who is grateful, at least,'' observed

the Captain.

' His sword is ever ready to defend the helpless and to

uphold the virtuous. Would to Heaven there were more

like the Right Honourable the Earl of Fylingdale P

' Look ye, Master Sam,
1

said the Captain. ' Your good

opinion of your patron does you credit. I honour you for

your generous words. I have never so far, and I am now

past seventy, encountered any man who was either saint or

angel, but in every man have I always found some flaw,

whether of temper or of conduct. So that I do not pretend

to believe all that you make out.
1

Sam Semple sighed and rose. ' I ask not for your entire

belief, sir. It will be sufficient if you learn, as I have

learned, the great worth of this exalted and incomparable

nobleman. As for flaws, we are all human ; but I know of

none. So I take my leave. I venture to hope, sir, that

your good lady and your lovely ward—I use the word with

due respect—are in good health.
1

So he departed, leaving the Captain thoughtful.

And now they were all among us, the vile crew brought

together for our undoing by this lord so noble and so

exalted. And we were already entangled in a whole mesh
of lies and conspiracies, the result of which you have now
to learn.
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THE HUMOURS OF THE SPA

And now began that famous month—it lasted very little

more—when the once godly town of Lynn was delivered

over to the devil and all his crew. We who are natives of

the place speak of that time and the misfortunes which

followed with reluctance ; we would fain forget that it

ever fell upon us. To begin with, the place was full of

people. They came from all the country round ; not only

did the gentlefolk crowd into the town and the clergy

from the cathedral towns and the Colleges, but there were

also their servants, hulking footmen, pert ladies'* maids,

with the people who flock after them, things more

women than men ; the hair-dressers, barbers, milliners,

dressmakers, and the creatures who deal in things which a

fashionable woman cannot do without, those who provide

the powder, patches, cosmetics, eau de Chypre, and washes

for the complexion, the teeth, the hand, and the face ; the

jewellers and those who deal in gold and silver ornaments;

the sellers of lace, ribbons, gloves, fans, and embroidery of

all kinds. Our shops, humble enough to look upon from

the outside, became treasure-houses when one entered ; and

I verily believe that the ladies of the Spa took greater

pleasure in turning over the things hidden away behind

the shop windows, and not exposed to the vulgar gaze,

than in any of the entertainments offered them.

9
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Every other house in Mercer Street and Chequer Row
was converted into a shop for the sale of finery ; at the

door of each stood the shopman or the shopwoman, all

civility and assurance, inviting an entrance. ' Madam,1

said one, ' I have this day received by the London waggon

a consignment of silks which it would do you good only to

see and to feel. Enter, madam ; the mere sight is better

for the vapours than all the waters of the Pump Room.

Look at these silks before they are all sold. John, the

newly arrived silks for their ladyships,' and so on, all along

the streets while the ladies walked slowly over the rough

paving stones, followed by their footmen with their long

sticks and their insolent bearing. Indeed, I know not

which more attracted the curiosity of the countrywomen

—

the fine ladies or the fine footmen. These gallant creatures,

the footmen with their worsted epaulettes and their brave

liveries, did not venture into the streets by the riverside

—

Pudding Lane, Common Stath Lane, or the like—the

resort of the sailors, where the reception of those who did

venture was warmer and less polite than they expected.

For the gentlemen there were the taverns ; every house

round the Market Place became a tavern, where an ordinary

was held at twelve.

And the gentlemen sat drinking all the afternoon.

Nay, they began in the morning, making breakfast of a

pint of Canary with a pennyworth of bread, a slice of

cheese, and after the meal a penny roll of tobacco. These

were the gentlemen belonging to the county families.

The attractions of the Spa to them were the tavern, the

cockpit, the field where they raced their horses, the badger-

baiting, and sport of all these kinds that can be obtained

in the spring and summer, when there is no shooting of

starlings in the reeds of Marshland, and the decoy of ducks,

for which this country is famous.
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Rooms had to be found for the servants ; a profligate

and deboshed crew they were, of whose manners it may be

said that they were insolent, and of their morals, that they

had none. Tavo or three of them, however, getting a

drubbing from our sailors, the rest went in some terror.

It was as if the birds of the air had carried the news of

this great discovery north and south, east and west, so

that not only was a great multitude attracted to the place

in search of health and pleasure, but also another multitude

of those who came to supply every kind of want, real or

imaginary. A thousand wants were invented, especially

for the ladies, so that whereas many of the damsels from

quiet country houses had been content with homespun,

linsey woolsey, or, at best, with sarcenet, a few ribbons for

their straw hats, and thread for their gloves, they now
found themselves unable to appear abroad except with

heads made up on wires and round rolls, their hair

powdered and pinned to large puff' caps, with gowns of

silk, flounced sleeves, and a lace tippet. And when they

went home they were no longer contented with the things

of their own making, the cordials of ginger, cherries, and

so forth, the distilled waters, the home-brewed ale, the

small beer, the wines made with raspberries, currants, and
blackberries. They murmured after tea and coffee, the

wine of Lisbon and Canary, the rosolio and the ratafia,

the macaroons, the chocolate, the perfumes, and the many
gauds of the dressing-table. And they scorned the honest

red and brown of cheek and hands that cared nothing for

the sun, as if they would be more beautiful in ihe eyes of

their lovers by having cheeks of a dead white with a smudge
of paint, and hands as pale as if just out of bed after a

long illness.

The way of the company was as follows :

—

They met at the Pump Room about ten ; they called

9—2
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for the water ; they exchanged the latest scandal ; they

talked about dress ; they bemoaned their losses at cards

;

they then walked off to morning prayers, chiefly at St.

Nicholas's, where, as you have heard, Mr. Benjamin

Purdon read them with honeyed words and rolling voice.

From the church they repaired to a confectioner's called

Jonathan's—I know not why—where they all devoured a

certain cake made expressly for them ; from the con-

fectioner's some went to the draper, the milliner, or the

haberdasher ; some to the Long Room, where there were

generally public breakfasts of tea, chocolate, and coffee ; a

few, but these were mostly men, went to the bookseller's,

where, for a half a crown a month, they could read all day

long and what they pleased. The bookseller came from

Norwich, and when the season ended went back to

Norwich. Dinner was served at twelve or one. At five

o'clock or thereabouts the company began to arrive at the

Gardens and the Long Room, where, with music, cards,

conversation, and walking among the coloured lamps, the

evening was quickly spent. Twice a week there was an

Assembly for dancing, when refreshments were provided

at the cost of the gentlemen.

For the gentlemen there were also the coffee-houses, of

which two at least sprang into existence. One laid down
twopence on entering, and could call for a dish of tea, a

cup of coffee, or one of chocolate. In one of them were

found the clergy, the lawyers, and the justices of the

peace ; they settled the affairs of the nation and decided

the characters of the Ministers. In the other were those

who affected to be beaux and wits. Among the latter set

one found Sam Semple, now a person of great authority,

as the secretary of Lord Fylingdale and the author of a

book of verse. He pretended to be an arbiter. ' Sir,' he

would say, ' by your leave. The case is quite otherwise.
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The matter was lately discussed at Will's. A certain

distinguished poet, who shall be nameless, whose opinion

carries weight even in that august assemblage, was of

opinion that . .
.' And so forth with an air of profound

wisdom. As regards wit in conversation, it consists, I

believe, in finding different ways, all unexpected, of saying

:

* You are a fool. You are an ass. You are a jackanapes.

You are an ignorant clown. You are a low-born upstart.
1

This kind of wit was cultivated with some success at first,

but as it was not always relished by those to whom it was

directed, it led to the pulling of noses and the discharge

of coffee or tea in the face of the ingenious author of the

unexpected epigram. So that its practice languished, and
presently died out altogether.

The most astonishing change, however, was in the

Market Place. Here, instead of one market-day in the

week, there was a market-day all the week long. The
stalls were never removed ; every day the country people

crowded into the town—some riding, some walking, some
in boats, some in barges, bringing poultry, ducks, eggs,

butter, cream, milk, cheese, honey, lettuce for sallet, and
everything that a farm, a dairy, and a stillroom can

provide. Some sat on upturned baskets, their wares

spread out before them ; some stood at stalls with white

hangings to keep off the sun ; the fine ladies went about

among them chaffering and bargaining, their maids
following with baskets. It was a pretty sight, and to my
mind the rustic damsels, for good looks, got the better of

the fine ladies and their maids. Many of the beaux and
young bloods were of the same opinion, apparently, for

they, too, went round among the stalls, with compliments

not doubtful, and talk more free than polite, chucking the

girls under the chin and pinching their cheeks. To be

sure, these freedoms do a body no harm, and I believe
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our Norfolk girls can look after themselves as well as

any.

And every day outside the stalls there assembled such

a motley crowd as had never before been seen in Lynn. It

was a perpetual fair, at which you could buy anything.

Gipsies went about leading horses for sale, the cheap Jack

stood on the footboard of his cart and bawled his wares

;

the rogue stood up, with voice and cheeks of brass, and

offered his caps, knives, scissors, cups and saucers, frying-

pans, saucepans, kettles, every morning. His store could

never be exhausted ; he took a quarter of what he asked

;

and he went on day after day. Nor must we forget the

travelling quack, the learned doctor in a huge wig and

black velvet ; as like to Dr. Worship himself as one pea is

like another. He had his stage and his tumbling clown,

who twisted himself upon the tight rope, turned somer-

saults, walked on his head, grinned and made mouths and

was as merry a rogue as his master was grave. After the

Tom Fool had collected a crowd and made them merry,

the doctor advanced, his face full of wisdom, and explained

that he came among them newly arrived from Persia, that

land famous for its learned physicians ; that he was not an

ordinary physician, seeking to make money by his science

;

that, on the other hand, what he offered was given, rather

than sold, the charge made being barely sufficient to pay

for the costly ingredients used in the making of these

sovereign remedies. He had his pills and his draughts

;

his balsams and his electuary ; he had his plaster against

rheumatism ; his famous Pulvis Catharticus against fever

;

his Carduus Benedictus against ague ; and, in a word, his

infallible remedies against all the ills to which flesh is

liable. So he played his part, not every day, but often,

for the crowd in the Market Place changed continually,

and every change brought him new patients.
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Or there was the tooth-drawer. You knew him by the

string of teeth which hung round his neck like a string of

pearls over the neck of a lady or a collar of SS. round the

neck of the worshipful the Mayor. He pulled teeth at

half a crown each, and if that was too much, at a shilling.

Not only did he bawl his calling among the crowd, but

he went through the streets from house to house asking if

his services were wanted.

The town crier added to the noise and the animation of

the scene. Almost every day he had something to bawl.

He was known by his dress and his bell. He wore a green

coat with brass buttons ; a broad laced hat ; he had a

broad badge with the arms of the town upon his arm ; in

one hand he carried a staff, and in the other his big bell.

And being by nature endowed with a loud voice and a

good opinion of himself, he magnified his office by ringing

more loudly and longer than was necessary, by repeating

his ' O yes ! O yes ! O yes P at the end as well as the

beginning of his announcement, and by proclaiming this

twice over.

Towards the hour of noon, when every tavern had its

ordinary, and the sausages and black puddings were hissing

in the cooks
1

stalls, there arose a fragrance—call it an

incense of gratitude—which pleasantly engaged the senses.

It was a hogo of frying fish, chops, steaks, sausages, bacon,

ham and onions ; it included the smell of gosling and

duckling and chicken ; of rabbit fricassee ; of roast pork,

lamb, mutton, and beef; of baked pies—all kinds of pies

—custards, cheese cakes, dumplings, hasty pudding.

Then the feet of those who could afford it turned to the

tavern ; those who could not pay the ordinary at two

shillings, or that at one shilling, dived into the cellar,

where they could dine for sixpence, or stood about the

stalls where they fried the sausages ; those who brought
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their dinner with them sat on their baskets and devoured

their food, or bought of the street criers who now went up

and down ringing bells and crying

:

' Hot black puddings, hot,

Smoking hot,

Just come out of the pot.'

or
' Here, dainty brave cheese cakes,

Come, buy 'em of me
;

Two for twopence,
One for a penny

;

Come along, customers, if you'll buy any.'

It pleases me to recall the humours of the town at that

time. Except for the rows of booths, one would have

thought it Stourbridge Fair at Cambridge, which once I

saw. The weather was fine and clear, the cold east winds

gone. There was so much money flying about that every-

body was buying as well as selling ; in spite of all that was

brought into the town by the visitors, nothing was left

when they went away, because all had been spent. We
thought that the harvest would last for ever. We looked

to a season like that of Bath, which goes on all the year

round. If our people took more money in one day than

they had before taken in a whole month, they thought

that it would go on day after day, and they spent it all

without restraint. Nay, the wives and daughters of those

who had kept humble shops and been content with fat

bacon and hot milk for breakfast, and more bacon for

dinner, and who had been clad in homespun, now drank

tea with bread and butter for breakfast like the Lady
Anastasia herself; dined off' ducks and goslings; drank

fine ale, and even Canary and Lisbon ; and ventured to

attend the Assembly, where they stood up to the country

dance in silk like any gentlewoman.

I have mentioned the company of players ; they acted
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three times a week. We who work for our living are apt

to despise these mummers and their calling ; to pretend

every day to be someone else is not, we think, an occupa-

tion worthy of a man, while the painting, the disguise, the

representation, either in dumb show or in words, of all the

passions in turn, must surely leave the actor no real

passions of his own. Yet I heard, while this company
was with us, cases of such generosity and Christian charity

one towards the other when the money ceased to come in,

that I am constrained to allow them at least the great

Christian virtue of love for one another.

Besides the players, there were the singers and the

musicians of the Spa; and there were jugglers, mounte-

banks, tumblers, tight-rope dancers, ballad-singers, fortune-

tellers, conjurers, pedlars and hawkers of all kinds. The
town of Lynn, formerly so quiet and retired, with no

other disturbance than that caused by a brawl among
drunken sailors, became suddenly transformed into the

abode of all the devils disengaged at the moment. There

were sharpers busy at the races and the cocking; men
who laid bets, and if they lost, ran away, but loudly de-

manded their money when they won ; there was gambling ;

there was drinking ; there was fighting ; the servants were

as corrupt as their masters ; there were fresh scandals

continually ; a reputation lost every day ; there were duels

fought over drunken quarrels, about women, about bets

and wagers ; the clerks of the counting-houses were filled

with the new spirit of gambling; there were lotteries

and raffles in which everybody took tickets, even if they

got the money for them dishonestly. In a word, the

pursuit of pleasure proved a mad race, down a broad and
flowery path, on each side of which were drinking-booths,

and music, and dancing, while at the end there opened

wide .... You shall speedily learn what this was.



CHAPTER XII

THE CAPTAIN S AMBITION

' Jack,'' said the Captain, ' I am now resolved that Molly

shall make her appearance at the Assembly, and that as

the heiress that she is. Not lowly and humbly. She shall

take her place at once among the fine ladies.
1

' But she is not a gentlewoman, Captain,"' I objected.

' She shall be finer than any gentlewoman of the whole

company—just as she is better to look at without any

finery.''

'Will the company,
1

I asked, 'welcome her among

them ?'

' The women, Jack, will flout and slight her—I have

watched them. They flout and slight each other. That

breaks no bones. She shall go.
1

He went on to explain his designs. As you have heard,

they were ambitious.

' I have this day acquainted Molly, for the first time,

with the truth. She now knows that she is richer than

anyone believed. As for herself, she never thought about

her fortune, knowing, she says, that it was safe in my
hands. I have opened her father's strong place—it is in the

cellar, behind a stone—and I have taken out the treasures

that even her mother never saw, because her father wished

to lead a homely life, and concealed his treasures. There

are jewels and gold chains, bracelets, necklaces, rings—all
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kinds of things. Molly has them all—she is even now
hugging them in her lap and trying them on before her

looking-glass. She shall go to the Assembly covered with

jewels.
-1

' Is there anyone among the whole company fit for her ?'

I asked.

' There is one, Jack. He is the noble Lord—the Lord

Fylingdale—a very great man indeed."

' Lord Fylingdale ? Captain, are you serious P
1

' Why, Jack, who can be too high and too grand for my
Molly ? He is said to be of a virtuous character and pious

disposition ; he neither gambles nor drinks, nor is a liber-

tine, as is too common among many of his rank.
1

' But, Captain, he will marry one of his own rank.'

' Ta-ta ! he will marry a fine girl, virtuously brought up,

made finer by her fortune. What more can he expect than

beauty, modesty, virtue, and a great—a noble fortune ? If

the girl pleases him—why, Jack, come to think of it, the

girl must please him—she would move the heart of an ice-

berg—then, I say, I shall see my girl raised to her proper

place, and I shall die happy.
1

' But, Captain, you will raise her above her mother and

above yourself, and above all her old friends. You will

lose her altogether.
1

'Ay, there's the rub. But I shall be contented even

with that loss, if she is happy.
1

I can see even now the honest eyes of the good old man
humid for a moment as he contemplated his own loss, and

I can hear his voice shake a little at thinking of the happi-

ness he designed for his ward.

No one would believe that the Captain could be so

cunning. No one who reads this history would believe,

either, that a man could be so ignorant and so simple.

We were all as ignorant and as simple. We all believed
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what these lying people—these creatures of the Devil

—

(when I say the Devil I mean Lord Fylingdale)—told us.

Sir Harry said that he was too virtuous and too serious for

the world of fashion ; the parson said that he was the most

cleanly liver of all young men ; the poet swore that he was

all day long doing and scheming acts of charity and good-

ness towards the unfortunate. They were all in a tale

—

these villains—and we were simple and ignorant folk,

credulous sailors and honest citizens living remote from the

vices of town, who knew nothing and suspected nothing.

As for myself, I was carried away, as much as the old

Captain, with the thought of the honour and glory that

awaited our Molly. I concluded, in my simplicity, that

the mere appearance and sight of the lovely girl would

make all the men fall madly in love with her, without con-

sidering the hundred thousand additional charms held in

trust for her by her guardian.

After this talk with the Captain I sought Molly. She
was in the summer-house up the garden with her treasures

spread out before her. It was a most wonderful sight

—

but it filled me with madness. I never imagined such a

pile of gold and of precious stones. There were diamonds,

and rubies, and blue sapphires ; there were all kinds of

gems, with chains of gold and bracelets—a glittering

pile of gold and jewels. Yet my heart sank at the

spectacle.

' Look, Jack, look!
1

she cried. ' They are all mine ! All

mine!
1

She gathered up a handful, and let them roll

through her fingers. ' All mine ! Only think, and
yesterday I was thinking how delightful it must be to

have even one gold chain to hang round my neck ! All

mine I

1

' Has your mother seen them, Molly T
' Yes ; she knew that there were things somewhere, but
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my father kept them put away. Mother didn't want

jewels and chains. They came to us from grandfather,

who sailed to the East Indies and brought them home.

Look at the dainty delicate work I

1

She held up a chain

most wonderful for its fine small work. ' Did you ever see

anything more beautiful P
1

I turned away. The sight of the treasures made me
sick. For, you see, they showed me how wide was the

gulf between Molly and me.

' You want no jewels, Molly. I wish you were poor

with all my heart.
1

' Oh, Jack ! and so not to have these lovely things ?

That is cruel of you. And, oh ! Jack, I am to go to the

Assembly to-morrow evening."
1

' So the Captain tells me.
1

'At last. Victory and Amanda 1— Victory was the

daughter of the Curate of St. Nicholas, and Amanda was

the daughter of the doctor—'have been already, and I

have been kept at home. The dear, bewitching Assembly

!

The music ! The dancing ! The fine ladies I

1

' There will be none finer than you, Molly.
1

' That is what the Captain says. I am to wear my gold

chains and my jewels. My dress is waiting to be tried on.

It came from Norwich. I shall not let you see it till the

evening. The hairdresser is engaged for to-morrow after-

noon. Victory says that the fine ladies turn up their

noses and hide their faces with their fans when the girls of

the place pass before them. Why ? Victory does not

thrust her company upon them. Nor shall I. As for

that, I can bear their disdainful looks and their flouts with

patience, I dare say.
1

' If these are the manners of the Great,
1

I said, ' give me
our own manners.

1

' We are not gentlefolk, Jack, you and I and the Captain.
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We must not complain. If we intrude upon the Quality

they will show what they think of us. To be sure, the

Captain says that I could buy up the whole room. But I

don't want to buy up anybody. I would rather let them

go their own way, so that I may go mine. Jack, if I were

a great lady I think I would be kind to a girl who was

not so well born, if only she knew her place.
1

'You need not be humble, Molly. When they know
who you are, and what is your fortune, you will make

these fine ladies ashamed.1

'The Captain wants me to marry some great person,
1

she laughed. ' Oh ! If the great person could see me
making the bed and baking the apple pie and beating the

eggs for the custard, with my sleeves turned up and my
apron tied round my waist ! What a fine lady I shall

make, to be sure I

1

' Well, but, Molly, remember that you are rich. You
cannot marry anybody in Lynn. You must look higher.

1

' Jack, it makes me laugh. How shall I learn to be a

great lady ? How should I command an army of servants

who have had but my faithful black ? How should I sit

in a gilded coach, who am used to ride a pony or to sail a

boat ?

' You will soon get accustomed, Molly, even to a coach

and six and running footmen, such as Lord Fylingdale has.

You are not like Victory and Amanda, and the rest of

the girls of Lynn, portionless and penniless. You must

remember the station to which your fortune calls you.
1

' Money makes not a gentleman,
1

she returned. ' Nor a

gentlewoman. I know my station. It is here, with my
guardian, among my old friends. Well, perhaps I shall

not take my place in what you call my station this year

—

or next year.
1 Her face cleared, and became once more

full of sunshine. * Jack,
1

she said, ' has the Captain told
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you? No one is to dance with me to-morrow except

yourself. We are to have the last minuet and first

country dance together. None of the pretty fellows at

the Assembly are to speak to me. It is arranged with

Mr. Prappet. They may look on with admiration and

longing, Mr. Prappet says.
-
'

Since the arrival of our Master of the Ceremonies,

Mr. Prappet, the dancing-master of Norwich, he had been

giving Molly lessons in those arts of dancing and the

carriage of the body, the arms, the face, the head, which

are considered to mark the polite world. As for myself, I

was called upon to be her partner. Truth to say, I was

always better at a hornpipe or a jig than in any of the

fashionable dances ; but, in a way, I could make shift

to go through the steps.

' Now, 1

she said, ' let us practise once more by ourselves.
1

So we stepped out upon the grass, and there—she in

her stuff frock, her apron, her hair lying about her neck

and shoulders, and I in my workaday garb—we practised

the dance which belongs to the Assembly, to Courts, to

stately ladies and to gentlemen of birth and rank.

The Captain was more cunning than one could have

believed possible. He would produce this girl before the

astonished company. They should see that she was more

beautiful than any other woman in the whole room ; more

finely dressed ; covered with gold chains and jewels ; thus

proclaiming herself as an heiress of great wealth. She

should dance, at first, with none but one of her own

station, or near it, and her old companion. She would

first make all the world talk about her ; but she should be

kept apart. It should be understood that she was not for

any of the young fellows of the company. Then, if she

attracted the attention of this young nobleman, so virtuous,

so pious, and of such rare qualities of heart and head,
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the thing which most he desired— her marriage with

some man of high position, fit for such a girl—might take

place. That was his design, thinking of Lord Fylingdale.

If it failed he would withdraw the girl from the company

and cast about for some other way.

While we were practising he came into the garden and

stood leaning on his stick to look at us.

' Body and bones I

1 he said ;
' you've caught the very

trick of it. Prappet has taught you how they do it.

Sprawl, Jack ; sprawl with a will. Twist and turn your

body. Shake your leg, man. It's a fine leg—better than

most. Shake it lustily. Slide, Molly, slide ; slide with

zeal. Slide and bend and twist, and shake your fan. I

don't call that dancing ! Why, there isn't a lad in any

foc'sle couldn't do it better. Give them the hornpipe,

Jack, when the sliding and sprawling is finished. Stand

up and say, " Ladies, your most obedient. I will now
show a dance that is a dance.'

1
'' 1

When we finished he went on with his discourse.

' Molly has told you, I suppose. She will dance to-

morrow evening with none but you. After the country

dance lead her to her chair, and we will walk home beside

her.''

'Jack will look very fine among all the beaux,
1

said

Molly, laughing.

Truly, I had not considered the matter of dress, and I

stood in my workaday things—to wit, a brown frieze coat

with black buttons, a drugget waistcoat, shag breeches, and

black stockings. I remembered the grand silk and velvet

of the beaux and stood abashed.

' Show him, Captain,' said Molly, laughing, ' what we

have got for him.'

The Captain shook his head. ' My mind misgives me,
1

he said. * That boy will feel awkward in this new gear.
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However, fine feathers make fine birds. Also fine birds

flock together. Since thou art to dance with Molly, my
lad, thy rig must do credit to her as well as thyself, so

come with me.
1

If you believe me, the Captain, who thought of every-

thing, had provided such a dress as might have been worn

by any gentleman in the room without discredit. It con-

sisted of a blue coat with silver buttons and silver braid ;

a waistcoat of pink silk, velvet breeches, and white silk

stockings. There was added a gold-laced hat with lace for

throat and sleeves.

' So,
1

said the Captain when I stood before him arrayed

in this guise, ' 'tis a gentleman born and bred, to look

upon. Powder thy hair, my lad ; tie it with a white ribbon

and a large bow. There will not be a fribble in the whole

company, even including the poor old atomy, Sir Harry, to

compare with you.
1

Molly clapped her hands. ' Jack I

1

she cried, ' if I pre-

tend to be a great lady, you must pretend to be an admiral,

at least. Why, sir, I feel as if we had never known you

before. As for me—but you shall see.
1

She sighed. ' It

is only for the evening,
1

she said. ' We shall come home,

and I shall put on my old homespun again and you your

shag and your frieze. I am Cinderella and you are Cinder-

ella's brother, and the Captain is the Fairy.
1

So we laughed and made merry. Yet still I felt that

sinking of the heart which weighed upon me from the first

night of the great discovery and never left me. There are

sailors—I have known them—I think that I am myself one

—who know beforehand by such a premonitory sinking

when the voyage will be stormy. Nay, there are some who

know and can foretell when the ship will be cast away and

all her crew drowned in the sea or broken to pieces against

the rocks.

10
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I looked into the parlour and found Molly's mother.

She sat with her work in her hands, her lips moving, her

eyes fixed. And I saw that she was unhappy. She was

a homely body always. One could understand that her

husband was right in judging that she was not likely to

want jewels and gold chains or to show them to advantage.

Like many women of the station in which she was born

(which was beneath that of her husband), she was unlearned,

and could not read ; but she was a notable housewife.

' Jack," she said, coming to herself, ' Molly has told you,

I suppose.'

' I have seen her treasures, and have heard that she is to

go to the Assembly.
1

'She is richer than I suspected. Oh, Jack, she will

marry some great man, the Captain says—and so I shall

lose my girl—and she is all I have in the world—all I have

—all I have P

She threw her apron over her head—and I slipped away,

my heart full of forebodings. It is wonderful to remember

these forebodings, because they were so fully justified.

Patience ! You shall hear.



CHAPTER XIII

molly's first minuet

I have now to tell you how Molly made her first public

appearance at the Assembly, and how she delighted and

pleased the kindly ladies who formed the company.

It was a crowded gathering. Lord Fylingdale, it was

known, would be present. Many gentlemen, therefore,

who would otherwise have been at the coffee-house, the

tavern, or the cockpit, were present in honour of this dis-

tinguished visitor, or in the hope of being presented to

him. And all the ladies visiting the Spa were there as

well, young and old, matrons and maids ; the latter, per-

haps, permitting themselves dreams of greatness.

His Lordship arrived brave in apparel, tall, handsome,

proud, still in early manhood, wearing his star upon his

breast. Every girl's heart beat only to think of the chance

should she be able to attract the attention and the passion

of such a man. He was accompanied (say, followed) by his

secretary, our poet—the only poet that our town has pro-

duced. The Master of the Ceremonies received him with

a profound bow, and, after a few words, conducted him to

the chair or throne on which sat the Lady Anastasia with

a small court around her. Then the music began, and

Lord Fylingdale led out that lady for the minuet. And
the company stood around in a circle, admiring. He next

danced with the young wife of a Norfolk gentleman and

10—2
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Member of Parliament, after which he retired and stood

apart. Sir Harry followed, dancing twice with a fine show

of agility. After him others of lower ratnk followed.

Towards the conclusion of the minuet Molly entered the

room, led by her guardian, Captain Crowle, and followed

by myself in my new disguise.

The Captain was no better dressed than if he were

sitting in the Crown Inn, save that he had exchanged his

worsted stockings for white silk. He looked what he was

—a simple sailor and commander of a ship. But no one

regarded him or myself, because all eyes were turned upon

Molly.

She appeared before the stonished Assembly clothed, so

to speak, with diamonds and precious stones, glittering in

the light of the candles like a crowd of stars. She was

covered with jewels. Diamonds were in her head-dress ;

they were also hanging from her neck ; there were rubies

and emeralds, sapphires and opals, in her necklace and her

bracelets ; heavy gold chains, light gold chains, gold chains

set with pearls, were hanging about her. She was clothed,

I say, from head to foot with gold and with precious

stones.

The intention of the Captain was carried out. On her

first appearance she proclaimed herself as she stood before

them all as an heiress who was able to carry a great

fortune upon her back, as the saying is, and to have

another great fortune at home. Never before had the

company beheld so strange a sight ; a girl wearing so

much wealth and such splendid jewels for a simple

Assembly.

Then from lip to lip was passed the words, ' Who is

she ? What is her name ? Where does she come from ?

What is her family ? What is the meaning of this

resplendent show of gems and gold ? Are thev real ?
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Why does she wear them P
1 And for the whole of that

evening, while Molly was in the room, no one thought of

anything except this wonderful vision of dazzling jewels.

The eyes of the whole company followed her about, and
in their conversation they talked of nothing else. For, of

all things, this was the most unexpected, and, to all the

other maidens, the most disconcerting. They were plain,

country girls, while Molly was a goddess. To say that she

outshone them all is to say nothing. There was no

comparison possible.

Truly the Captain was right. There was no one in

that room who could compare with Molly—either for

beauty or for bravery of apparel. As for her beauty, it

was of the kind the power of which women seem not to

understand. Men, who do understand it, call it loveliness.

Venus herself—Helen of Troy—Fair Rosamond—Jane

Shore—all the fair women of whom we have heard,

possessed, I am sure, this loveliness. Your regular beauty

of straight features of which so much is made doth never,

I think, attract mankind so surely, or so quickly ; doth

never hold men so strongly ; doth never make them so

mad with love. It is the woman of the soft eyes, the

sweet eyes, the eyes that are sometimes hazel and some-

times blue, the eyes full of light and sunshine, the eyes

where Cupid plays; the lips that are always ready to

smile, the lips so rosy red, so round and small ; the cheek

that is like a peach for softness and for bloom, touched

with a natural pink and red ; the rounded chin ; the fore-

head white and not too large ; the light brown hair that is

almost flaxen, curling naturally, but disposed by art. Such

a woman was Molly.

Yet not a weakly thin slip of a girl. She was tall and

strong ; her arms were round and white as a woman's

should be, but they were big as well, as if they could do
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man's work—they were strengthened and rounded by the

oars which she had handled from childhood. Her ample

cheek wanted no daub of paint ; it had a fine healthy

colour, like a damask rose, but more delicate ; her eyes

were full and bright ; there was no girl in the place, not

even among the country ladies, could show a face and

figure so strong, so finely moulded, of such large and

generous charms. When the men gazed upon her they

gasped ; when the women gazed upon her their hearts sank

low with envy.

How am I to describe her dress ? I know that her head

was made in what they called the English fashion, with a

structure of lace, thin wires and round rolls on cushions,

with ringlets at the sides and pinned to a small cap on

the top.

All I can safely say about her dress is that she wore a

gown of cherry-coloured silk, with gold flowers over a

petticoat of pink silk adorned by a kind of network of

gold lace ; that her sleeves were wide with a quantity of

lace—I have never carried a cargo of lace, and therefore I

know not its value ; that her gloves were of white silk

;

that her arms were loaded with bracelets which clanged

and clashed when she moved ; and that chains of gold

hung round her neck and over her shoulders.

The Master of Ceremonies received us with distinction.

' Captain Crowle,' he said loudly, ' you have too long

withheld your lovely ward from the Assembly of the Spa.

I would invite her to dance the last minuet with Mr.

Pentecrosse.''

All this had been arranged beforehand. The people

gazed curiously, and began to press around us as I

advanced with Molly's hand in mine.

* Be not abashed, Jack,
1

whispered the old Captain.

' They know not what to think. Show them how the
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dance should be done. Slide and sprawl, my lad. Sprawl

with a will and both together,
1

he added hoarsely, ' with a

yo-heave-ho V

Then the music began again, and Molly stood opposite

to me—and the dance began.

For my own part I obeyed the Captain's admonition.

I endeavoured to forget the people who were looking on

—

I tried to think that we were rehearsing in the garden

—

and feeling confidence return, I began to slide and sprawl

with a will.

All the people were gathered round us in a circle. The

ladies, holding their fans before their faces, tittered and

giggled audibly. The men, for their part, laughed openly,

making observations not intended to be good-natured.

They were laughing at me ! And I was getting on, as I

believed, so well. However, I did not know the cause of

their merriment, and carried on the sprawling with a

greater will than ever.

I am sorry now, whenever I think upon it, that Molly

had not a better partner. For my performance, which

was quite correct, and in every particular exactly what

Mr. Prappet had taught me, was distinguished, I learned

afterwards, by a certain exaggeration of gesture due to my

desire to be correct, which made the dance ridiculous. If

only I had been permitted to give them a hornpipe

!

What had I, a mere tarpaulin, as they say, to do with fine

clothes, fashionable sliding and sprawling, and the pretence

of fashionable manners ?

You must not think that Molly, though it was her first

appearance in public, though she wore these fine things for

the first time, though all eyes were upon her, was in the

least degree abashed. She bore herself with modesty and

an assumed unconsciousness of what people were saying

and how they were looking at her, which certainly did her
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great credit. And I am quite sure that, whatever my
own performance, hers was full of grace, ease, and the

dignity which makes this dance so fit for great lords and

ladies, and so unfit for rustic swains and shepherdesses.

She smiled upon her partner as sweetly as if we were

together in the garden ; she played her fan as prettily as

if we were rehearsing the dance with mirth and merriment

—it was a costly fan, with paintings upon it and a handle

set with pearls.

The dance was finished at last, and I led my partner

to the end of the room, where the maids sat all in a

row with white aprons and white caps—among them

Molly's woman, Nigra—to repair any disorder to the

head or to the dress caused by the active movements of

the dance.

And then they all began to talk. I could hear frag-

ments and whole sentences. They were talking about us.

'Who is she, then? 1

asked one lady impatiently.

' Where does she come from ?'

' Perhaps a sea-nymph,1

replied a gentleman gallantly,

' brought from the ocean by the god Neptune, who stands

over yonder. One can smell the seaweed.
1

'And the gems and chains come, I suppose, from old

wrecks.
1

' Or,
1

said the ancient beau, Sir Harry, ' a wood nymph

from the train of Diana. In that case the old gentleman

may be the god Pan. The nymphs of Diana, it appears,

have lately taken lessons in the fashionable dance. As

yet, unfortunately ' He shrugged his shoulders.

' I cannot choose but hear, Jack,
1
said Molly. ' Let us

make as if we heard nothing.
1

' She is an actress,
1

said another lady. ' I saw her last

night in the play. She personated an impudent maid-

servant. The chains and gems are false ; one can see that
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with half an eye. They are what those vagabond folk

call stage properties.
1

Yet another took up the parable. ' She should be put

to the door, or she should stand in a white apron with the

maids. What ? We are decent and respectable ladies,

I hope.
1

' They are not gems at all,
1

observed a young fellow,

anxious to display his wit. ' They are the lamps from the

garden. She has cut them down and hung them round

herself. See the pretty colours—red—green—blue.
1

'Let her put them back again, then, and leave the

company into which she dares to intrude.
1

This was the

spiteful person who had seen her on the stage and knew
her for one of the strollers. The resentment of the ladies

against a woman who presumed to be more finely dressed

than themselves, and to display more jewels than they

themselves possessed, or even hoped to possess, was deeper

and louder than one could believe possible. Yet this was

a polite Assembly, and these ladies had learned the

manners which we are taught to copy, at a distance—we
who are not gentlefolk.

'Jack,
1

said Molly, 'these are the flouts of which the

Captain warned us. Lead me round the room. Right

through the middle of them, so that they may see with

half an eye how false are my jewels.
1

I obeyed. They fell back, making a lane for us, and

talking about us after we had passed through them,

without the least affectation of a whisper.

They had an opportunity, however, of seeing the dress

and the trappings more closely.

'My dear,
1

said one, 'the jewels are real. I am sure

they are real. On the stage they wear large glass things.

Those are brilliants of the first water in her hair, and
those are true pearls about her neck.

1
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* And her dress,
1

said another, ' is of the finest silk ; and

did you see the gold lace in front of her petticoat ? The

dress and the jewels, they must be worth—oh !
worth a

whole estate. Who can she be P
1

'Such a woman,*
1

observed an elderly matron very

sweetly, 'would probably be ashamed to say where she

found those things. Oh ! But the Master of the Cere-

monies must be warned. She must not be tolerated here

again.''

' How kind they are, Jack I

1 whispered Molly.

' Who is the fellow with her P
1

I heard next.

' He sells flounders and eels in the market. I have seen

him in a blue coat and long white sleeves and an apron.
1

' No. He is a clerk in a counting-house.
1

'Not at all. The fellow, like the girl, belongs to the

strollers. I saw him last night laying a carpet on the

stage.
1

'A personable fellow, with a well-turned leg.
1 This

compliment made me blush. ' It is his misfortune that he

must be coupled with so impudent a baggage.
1

' You see, Jack,
1

said Molly, ' it all comes back to me.
1

So we went on walking round the room, pretending to

hear nothing. We met Victory, also walking round the

room with her beau, a young merchant of the town. She,

fortunate girl! had no jewels with which to excite the

envy, hatred, and malice of the ladies. She was un-

molested, though not a gentlewoman by station.

' Molly,
1

she said, ' you are splendid. I have never seen

such a show of jewels. But you will drive them mad with

envy. Hateful creatures ! I see them turning green. The

minuet was beautiful, my dear. Oh ! Jack, you made me

laugh. Never was seen such posturing. The men are

angry, because they think you meant to make them

ridiculous.
1
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Thus one may learn unpalatable truth, even from

friends. My ' posturing,
1

then, as the girl called it, was

ridiculous. And I thought my performance correct, and

quite in the style of the highest fashion

!

Then the Captain joined in. ' Famous V he said. 'Jack,

you rolled about like a porpoise at the bows. Never

believe that a sailor cannot show the way at a dance.

Molly, my dear, you were not so brisk as Jack. But it

was very well—very well indeed. The women cannot

contain themselves for spite and envy. What did I tell

you, my dear V



CHAPTER XIV

molly's country dance

Meantime another kind of conversation was going on,

which we could not hear.

'My Lord,
1

the poet bustled up, with his cringing

familiarity. ' Yonder is the heiress of whom I spoke.
1

' Humph ! She is well enough for a rustical beauty.

Her shape is good, if too full for the fashion ; her cheeks

bespeak the dairy, and her shoulders tell of the milking-

pail. Why does she wear as many jewels and charms as

an antiquated duchess at a Coronation ? I suppose they

are real. But there are too many of them.
1

' They are real. I would vouch for them, my Lord,
1

he

added earnestly. ' All that I have told you is most true.

A greater heiress you will not find in the whole country.

Even with the jewels upon her she could buy up all the

women in the room.
1

' I would make sure upon that point. They say that

she has ships, lands
1

' And money. Accumulations. My Lord, if you will

not take my word for it—why should you ?—ask her

guardian. There he stands.
1

' The old salt now beside her, like a Cerberus of the

quarter-deck ? Who is the other—the fellow who danced

with her—his actions like those of a graceful elephant. Is

he one of her lovers T
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' She has no lovers. Her guardian permits none. The
young lady has been kept in the house. That man is her

servant ; he is nothing but a mate in one of her ships.

Captain Crowle would not allow a fellow of that position

to make love to his ward.
1

' Humph f said his Lordship. ' Bring the old man here.'

The Captain obeyed the summons somewhat abashed.

But my Lord put him at his ease. ' You may retire, Mr.

Semple. I would converse with Captain Growle.' Then
he turned to the Captain with the greatest affability.

'Our good friend Mr. Semple tells me, Captain, that

yonder beauty—the toast, if I mistake not, of our young
gentlemen to-night—is none other than your ward.

1

' At your service, my Lord.
1

' Nay, Captain. It is I who should be at her service.

Frankly, she does honour to your town. Had we dis-

covered Miss Molly, there would have been no need to

discuss the magical waters of the Spa. May I inquire into

the name and the conditions of her family ?'

* As for her name, sir, it is plain Molly Miller. As for

her parentage, her father was a ship-owner and a merchant.

Though a citizen and a free man of Lynn, he was as sub-

stantial a man as may be found in the Port of London.

Her mother, my first cousin, was the daughter and the

grand-daughter and the sister and the cousin of men who
have been captains in the merchant service of Lynn—for

many generations. Most of them lie at the bottom of the

sea. We are plain folk, my Lord, and homely. But

Providence hath thought fit to bless our handiwork, and

—you see my ward before you—I hope she does not shame

the company 'f

' On the contrary, Captain Crowle, she adorns and

beautifies the company not only with her good looks,

which are singular and extraordinary, but also with her
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fine dress and her jewels, which have won for her already

the envy of every woman in the Assembly.
1

' There are as many jewels in the locker as have come

out of it for to-night,' said the Captain sturdily.

' Ay ? Ay ? And there are ships, I hear—many ships.

Our friend Mr. Semple speaks of the lady's wealth with

as much respect as he speaks of her beauty.
1

' He well may—Molly is the greatest ship-owner of Lynn.

She is also owner of many houses in the town and of many

broad acres outside the town. And she will have, when

she marries, in addition, a fortune of many thousand

pounds.
1

' She is, then, indeed an heiress. I wish her, for your

sake, Captain Crowle, a worthy husband. But it is a

grave responsibility. There are hawks about always

looking for a rich wife—to restore fortunes battered by

evil courses. You must take care, Captain Crowle.
1

' I mean to take care.
1

'Perhaps among the merchants of this port?
1 The

Captain shook his head.

' Or among the gentlemen of Norfolk P
1 The Captain

shook his head.

' They drink too hard—and they live too hard.
1

' Perhaps among the scholars and divines of Cambridge ?
1

'They are not fit mates for a lively girl.
1

' Captain, I perceive that you are difficult to please.

Even for your charming ward you must not expect a

miracle in the creation of a new Adam fit for this new

Eve. Be reasonable, Captain Crowle.
1

His Lordship

spoke so pleasantly and laughed with so much good nature

that the Captain was encouraged, and spoke out his mind

as to an old friend.

' No, no, I want no miracle. I desire that my girl, who

is a loving girl, with a heart of gold, should be wooed and
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married by a gentleman whom she will respect and honour

—not a drinker nor a gambler nor a profligate. She will

bring him a fortune which is great even for persons of

quality.
1

My Lord bowed gravely. ' You are right, Captain

Crowle, to entertain these opinions. Do not change them

under any temptations. One would only wish that the

lady may find such a mate. But, Captain, remember—

I

say it not in an unfriendly spirit—class weds with class.

Sir, they are about to begin the country dance ; let us look

on."
1

The company began to take their places.

'Captain Crowle,
1 Lord Fylingdale pointed to the

dancers, repeating his words :
' class weds with class

—

class dances with class. At the head of the set stands Sir

Harry the Evergreen. His partner is a lady of good

family. Next to them are others of good family. Those

young people who are now taking their places lower down

are—what are they P
1

' Two of them are the daughters of the doctor and the

Vicar—good girls both.
1

'Good girls, doubtless. But, Captain Crowle, not

gentlefolk, and there, I observe, your lovely ward, Captain

Crowle, takes her place modestly and last of all. Who
dances with her P

1

' It is young John Pentecrosse, son of our schoolmaster,

mate on board one of Molly's ships. He is her playfellow.

They have been together since childhood.
1

' Perhaps he would be more. Take care, Captain—take

care.
1

So he turned away as if no longer interested in the

girl. But Sam Semple remained behind.

'Sir,
1

he said to the Captain, 'his Lordship took

particular notice of your ward. " Miss Molly,
11

said my

Lord, " is a rustic nymph dressed for the Court of Venus.
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Never before have I seen a face of more heavenly beauty."

Those were his Lordship's very words."
1 But Sam Semple

was always a ready liar.

< Ay, my lad. They are fine words ; but fine words

butter no parsnips. " Class weds with class," that's what

he said to me.
1

' Surely, Captain, with such a face and such a fortune

Miss Molly is raised to the rank . . . say, of Countess.

Would a coronet satisfy you for your ward? I mean

nothing '—here he glanced at the figure of his Lordship.

' Nothing:—of course not—what could I mean ? How well

a coronet, Captain, would become that lovely brow !'

Everybody knows that the country dance should con-

tinue until the couple at the bottom have arrived at the

top and have had their turn. Everybody knows, too,

that the country dance, unlike the minuet, is joined by

the whole company, with only so much deference to rank

as to give the better sort the highest places at the begin-

ning. They were given this evening to the ladies of the

county who could boast of their gentility, and, to do them

justice, did boast loudly of it, comparing their own families

and that of their husbands with those of other ladies

present. It seems to me, indeed, that it is better to have

no coat of arms and no grandfathers if the possession leads

to so much jealousy, backbaiting, and slander. All these

ladies, however, united in one point, viz., that of scorn and

contempt for those girls of Lynn who ventured to join the

Assembly or to walk in the gardens. They showed this

contempt in many ways, especially by whispering and gig-

gling when one of the natives passed them. ' Is it tar that

one smells so strong ?' if one of the sea-captain's daughters

was standing near, they would ask. Or, ' Madam, I think

there must be an apothecary's shop in the Assembly,' if it

was the doctor's daughter, Amanda Worship. And at the
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country dance they refused to take the hand of these

girls.

Their greatest possible insult, however, was offered to

Molly. It was a good dance tune, played with spirit—the

tune they call ' Hey go mad I

1 We moved gradually

higher up. At last we stood at the top, and our turn came

to end the dance.

Imagine our discomfiture at this point when the whole

of these kind ladies and their partners left their places and

so broke up the dance. We were left alone at the top,

while at the bottom were the other two girls of Lynn,

Victory and Amanda, with their partners.

' It's a shame !' cried Victory, aloud. ' Do they call these

manners P
1

' Never mind,
1

said Amanda, also aloud ;
' it's because

you outshine them all, Molly.'
1

But the mischief was done, and the dance was broken

up.

Molly flushed crimson. I thought she would say some-

thing sharp. Nay, I have known her cuff and box the ear

of a man or maid for less, and I feared at this moment

that she would in like manner avenge the insult. But she

restrained herself, and said nothing.

Meantime, the ladies who had committed this breach of

polite manners stood together and laughed aloud, pre-

tending some great joke among themselves ; but their eyes

showed the nature of the joke, and their triumph over a

woman who, as Amanda said, outshone them all.

' Your turn will come,' I said.

'I think, Jack,
1

said my girl quickly, 'that my chair

must be waiting. The Captain said that I was to go after

the first country dance.''

But a great surprise awaited her and the ladies who had

played her this agreeable and diverting trick, for Lord

11
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Fylingdale stepped forward, the people falling back to

make way for him. He drew himself up before Molly and

made her a profound bow. The Captain walked beside

him, evidently by invitation.

' Miss Molly,'' he said loudly, ' your worthy guardian has

informed me of your name and quality. We wanted, in

the company at the Spa, to make it complete, the heiress

of Lynn. It is fitting that this borough, which is always

young and flourishing, should be represented by one graced

with so many charms.
1

Molly curtsied with more dignity than one could have

expected. See what a dancing-master can effect in a fort-

night. ' Your Lordship,
-1

she said, ' does me too much

honour. The reception which I have met with from these

ladies had not, I confess, prepared me for your kindness.
1

'I shall humbly ask the favour of a dance with you,

Miss Molly, on the next occasion.
1 The fans were now all

agitation ; 'twas like a flutter in a dovecot. ' We shall

see if we shall be deserted when our turn comes.
1 Some

of the ladies hid their faces with their fans ; some blushed

for shame ; some bit their lips with vexation ; all darted

looks of envy and hatred upon the cause of the open

rebuke.

'Sir
1—Lord Fylingdale turned severely to the Master

of the Ceremonies— ' the rules of polite society should be

obeyed at Lynn as much as at Bath and Tunbridge Wells.

Look to it, sir ; I request you.
1

So saying, he took Molly's hand, and led her to the chair

outside.



CHAPTER XV

THE CARD ROOM

When Molly's chair was carried away, Lord Fylingdale

returned to the Assembly. The music had begun another

moving and merry tune—that called ' Richmond Ball '

—

the couples were taking their places, the young fellows

dancing already as they stood waiting, with hands and feet

and even shoulders all together, their partners laughing at

them, and, with hands upon their frocks, pretending to

set in the joy and the merriment of their hearts. And I

believe that the withdrawal of Molly made them all much
happier.

Two or three of the ladies standing apart were discussing

the public rebuke just administered. They were angry,

being ladies who conceited themselves on the score of

manners, and were proud of their families.

1 Not the whole House of Lords,
1

said one, loud enough

for his Lordship to hear, ' shall make me give my hand to

a sailor's wench. Let her stick to her tar and her pitch.

A pretty thing, indeed P

' I hope,
1

said another, agitating her fan violently, ' that

his Lordship does not put the ladies of Norfolk on the

same level as the girls of King's Lynn.
1

1 Dear madam, 1

said a third, ' Lord Fylingdale called her

an heiress—the heiress of Lynn. An heiress does not carry

all her fortune on her back. Do you not think—some of

11—2
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us have sons—that we might, perhaps, receive this person

with kindness?
1

' No, madam. I will not be on any terms with this

creature. In my family we consort with none but gentle-

folk.
1

' Indeed, madam ! But a hundred years ago your family,

if I mistake not, were ploughing and ditching on the farms

of my family.
1

Molly seemed like to prove a firebrand indeed. Lord

Fylingdale, however, passed through them without any

sign of hearing a word. He looked round ; he observed

that the next dance had begun, and that every lady was

touching the hands of those who were not of her own

exalted family. So that his admonition was bearing fruit.

He then left the Long Room and went into the Card

Room. Here he found the Lady Anastasia sitting at a

table surrounded by a little crowd of players. She held

the bank. In the excitement of the play her eyes sparkled ;

her bosom heaved; her colour went and came visibly

beneath the paint on her cheeks ; her lips became pale

and then returned to their proper colour ; she rapped the

table with her fingers. She was enjoying, in fact, the

rapture which fills the heart of the gambler and makes

play the only thing desirable in life. Perhaps the preacher

could imagine no greater misery for the gamester than a

heaven in which there were no cards.

The game which the Lady Anastasia introduced to these

country gentlemen and the company generally was one

called hazard, which is, I believe, commonly played by

gamesters of fashion. Indeed, as was afterwards learned,

this very lady had been by name presented by the Grand

Jury of Middlesex for keeping a bank at the game of

hazard on Sundays against all comers. At Lynn she kept

the bank every evening except Sunday. It is a game
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which, more than any other, is said to lure on the player,

so that a man who, out of simple curiosity, sets a guinea

and calls a main, finds himself, after a few evenings of

alternating fortune, winning and losing in turn, so much

attracted by the game that he is only happy when he is

playing. I know not how many gamblers for life were

made during the short time when this lady held the bank.

Wonderful to relate, no one seemed to consider that she

was doing anything wrong. She was seen at morning

prayers every day ; she drank the waters of the Spa ; she

walked in the gardens, taking tea and talking scandal

with the greatest affability ; and in the evenings, when

she kept the bank, it was with a face so full of smiles,

with so much appearance of rejoicing when a player won,

and so much kindness and sympathy when a player lost,

that no one asked whether she herself won or lost.

For my own part, I do not understand how the bank

can be held without great risks and losses. But I have

been assured, by one who knows, that the chances are

greatly in favour of the bank, and that this lady, so

highly placed, and of such charming manners, was simply

playing to win, and did win very largely, if not every

evening, then in the course of a week or a month.

' We are all friends here,
1

she said, taking her place and

dividing the pile of money, which constituted her bank,

into two heaps, right and left. At her right hand stood

a man of cold and harsh appearance, who took no interest

in the game, but, like a machine, cried the main and the

chance, and gave or took the odds, and, with a rake,

either swept the stakes into the bank when the player lost,

or pushed out the amount won by the player to his seat.

They called him the croupier, which is, I believe, a French

word. He came from London.
' Since we are all friends here,

1 Lady Anastasia went on,
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' we need not observe the precautions that are necessary in

London, where players have been known to withdraw part

of their stakes when they have lost, and to add more when

they have won.
1

Among the players seated at the table—there were

many others standing, who ventured a guinea or so, and,

having won or lost, went away—was the ancient youth of

fashion, Sir Harry, who had now exchanged the dance for

the Card Room. There was also the gentleman of loud

voice and boisterous manners, called Colonel Lanyon.

Sir Harry was the first to call for the dice-box, and the

dice.

4 Seven's the main,'
1

he cried, laying as many guineas on

the table. He then rattled the dice and threw. ' Five f

he cried.

' Five V repeated the croupier. ' Seven's the main, five

is the chance."'

The rule of the game is that the player throws again

and continues to throw. If he throws seven first, he loses

;

if he throws five first, he wins. But there are introduced

certain other rules, so that the game is not so easy and

simple as it seems. Some throws are called ' nicks,' and

some are called 'crabs/ If a nick is thrown, the caster

pays to the bank one main. If crabs, the dice-box goes

to another player. But any bystander may bet on the

odds. I know not myself what the odds are, but the

regular player knows, and the croupier calls them ; in

some cases the bystanders may not bet against the bank,

but I do not know these cases. I know only the simple

rules, having seen it played in the Card Room.

Lord Fylingdale looked on with an air of cold indiffer-

ence. He saw, if he observed anything, that Colonel

Lanyon and Sir Harry were playing high, but that the

rest of the company were timidly venturing single guineas
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at each cast. Some of them were women, and these were

the fiercest and most intent upon the game. Most of

them were young men, those who commonly spent their

days in all those kinds of sport which allow of bets and

the winning and losing of money. We have heard of

sramino;-tables in London at which whole fortunes are

sometimes lost at a single sitting ; of young men who sit

down rich and rise up poor—even destitute. The young

men of Norfolk certainly do not gamble away their estates

in this blind fashion ; but it must be owned that their

chief pleasures are those on which they can place a wager,

and that the pastimes which do not allow of a bet are not

regarded with favour. For the ladies of the towns a game

of quadrille or whist is the amusement whenever two or

three can be got together. It must, however, be confessed

that the gentlemen are fonder of drinking away their

evenings than of playing cards. The games of ombre,

hazard, basset, faro, and others in which large sums of

money are staked, are commonly played by the people of

the town, not of the country.

Lord Fylingdale stood for awhile looking over the

table. Then he pulled out his purse—a long and well-

filled purse—and laid down twenty guineas, calling the

main ' Nine.
1 He threw. ' Nick,' cried the croupier in his

hard, monotonous note. His lordship had lost. He took

out another handful of guineas and laid them on the table.

Again he lost. The players looked up, expectant. They

wanted to see how a noble lord would receive this reverse

of fortune. In their own case it would have been met

with curses on their luck, deep and loud and repeated. To

their astonishment he showed no sign of interest in the

event. He only put up his purse and resumed his attitude

of looking on.

At eleven o'clock the music stopped ; the dancing was
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over. Nothing remained but the punch with which some

of the company concluded the evening. It was provided

at the expense of the gentlemen.

The players began to recount their experiences. Fortune,

which had smiled on a few, seemed to have frowned on

most.

Then Lord Fylingdale offered another surprise.

' Ladies,
1

he said, ' I venture to offer you the refreshment

of a glass of punch. Gentlemen, may I hope that you

will join the ladies in this conclusion to the evening ? I

would willingly, if you will allow me, drink to your good

luck at the card table. Let the county of Norfolk show

that Fortune, which has favoured this part of the country

so signally in other respects, has also been as generous in

this. I am not myself a Norfolk, but a Gloucestershire

man. I come from the other side of the country. Let me,

however, in this gathering of all that is polite and of good

family in the county be regarded as no stranger, but a

friend.
-
'

By this time the punch was brought in, two steaming

great bowls. The gentlemen ladled it out for the ladies

and for themselves and all stood expectant.

' I give you a toast,
1

said his Lordship. ' We are enter-

tained by the ancient and venerable Borough of Lynn ; we

must show our gratitude to our entertainers. I am in-

formed that these rooms, these gardens, the music and the

singers, together with the Pump Room, have all been

designed, built, collected, and arranged for the company,

namely, ourselves. Let us thank the good people of Lynn.

And since the town has sent to our Assembly to-night its

loveliest flower, the young heiress whom I shall call the

Lady of Lynn, let us drink to her as the representative of

her native place. Gentlemen, I offer you as a toast,

« Sweet Molly, the Lady of Lynn !
'

"
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The gentlemen drank it with enthusiasm, the ladies

looked at each other doubtfully. They had not come to

Lynn expecting to hear extolled the beauty of a girl of

the place, the town of sailors, ships, quays, cargoes, casks,

cranes, and merchants, the town of winding streets and

narrow courts where the deserted houses were falling to

pieces. The county families went sometimes to Norwich,

where there is very good society ; and sometimes to Bury,

where there are assemblies in the winter ; but no ladies ever

came to Lynn, where there were no assemblies, no card

parties, and no society.

After this toast, the Lady Anastasia withdrew with the

other ladies. Lord Fylingdale led her to her chair and

then called for his own.

The gentlemen remained sitting over their punch and

talking.

'Who; said one, 'is this sweet Molly? Who is this

great heiress ? Who is the Lady of Lynn P
1

' I never knew,' said another, ' that there was a lady in

Lynn at all.''

' You have been in the Card Room all the evening,
1
said

another. ' She danced the last minuet. Where can she

be hidden that no one has seen her before ? Gentlemen,

'twas a vision of Venus herself, or the fair Diana, in a silk

frock and a flounced petticoat, with pearls and diamonds,

and precious stones. An heiress ? An heiress in Lynn ?'

The poet, Sam Semple, who was present, pricked up his

ears. The punch had begun to loosen his tongue.

' Gentlemen,
1
he said, ' by your leave. You are all

strangers at Lynn Regis. Norwich you know, and Bury

and Swaffham, and perhaps other towns in the county.

But, with submission, Lynn you do not know.
1

' Why, sir, as for not knowing Lynn, what can a body

learn of the place that is worth knowing P
1
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' You think that it is a poor place, with a few colliers

and fishing smacks, and a population of sailors and

vintners.
1 The poet took another glass of punch and

drank it off to clear his head. ' Well, sir, you are mis-

taken. From Lynn goes forth every year a noble fleet of

ships. Whither do they go ? To all the ports of Europe.

From Lynn they go out ; to Lynn they return. To whom
do these ships belong ? Is a ship worth nothing ? To
whom do their cargoes belong ? Is the cargo of a tall

three-master worth nothing ? Now, gentlemen, if most of

these ships belong to one girl ; if they are freighted for one

girl ; if half the trade of Lynn is in the hands of this girl's

guardian ; if for twenty years the revenues from the trade

have been rolling up—what is that girl but a great

heiress T
' Is that the case with—with sweet Molly T asked a

young fellow who had been drinking before the punch

appeared, and now spoke with a thick voice. ' Is she the

heiress and the Lady of Lynn T
' She is nothing less,

1 Sam Semple replied. ' As for her

fortune, I believe, if she wished it, she could buy up half

this county.
1

' And she is unmarried. . . . Egad V it was the same

young fellow who spoke, ' he will be a lucky man who gets

her.
1

' A lucky man indeed,
1

said Sam ;
' but she is above your

reach, let me tell you,
1

he added impudently, because the

other was a gentleman.
1 Above my reach ? Take that,' he threw the glass of

punch in the poet's face. ' Above my reach ? Mine ?

Who the devil is this fellow ? The owner of a ship, or a

dozen ships, with their stinking cargoes and their cheating

trade, above my reach ? Why 1 Here he would have

fallen upon the offender, but was restrained by his friends.
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Sam stood open-mouthed, looking about him dumb-

foundered, the punch streaming over his cheeks.

' You'd best go, sir,' said one of them. ' I know not who

you are. But if you are a gentleman you can send your

friend to-morrow. If not '—he laughed—' in our county

if a gentleman falls out with one whom he cannot fight

with swords, he is not too proud to meet him with stick or

fist. In any case you had better go—and that without

delay.
1

The poet turned and ran. No hostile meeting followed.

Sam could not send a challenge, being no gentleman, and,

as you have already seen, he was not naturally inclined for

the ordeal by battle in any other form.

The young man was one Tom Rising, whose estates lay

near Swaffham. He was well known as the best and most

fearless rider in the whole county ; he was the keenest

sportsman ; he knew where to find fox, hare, badger, ferret,

stoat, or weasel ; he knew where to put up a pheasant or a

covey of partridges ; he could play at all manly sports ; he

was a wild, fearless, reckless, deboshed young fellow, whom

everybody loved and everybody feared ; always ready with

a blow or an oath ; afraid of nothing if he set his heart

upon anything. You shall see presently that he set his

heart upon one thing and that he failed. For the rest, a

comely, tall, and proper young man of four-and-twenty or

so, whose careless dress, disordered necktie, and neglected

head sufficiently indicated his habits, even if his wanton

rolling eyes, loose lip, and cheeks always flushed with wine,

did not loudly proclaim the manner of his life and the

train of his thoughts.

When Sam was gone he turned again to the bowl.

In the morning it was reported that there had been

wagers, and that a great deal of money had been won and

lost. Some said that Colonel Lanyon, one of the gentle-
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men from London, had lost a great sum ; others said that

Tom Rising was the heaviest loser. I judge from what I

now know that Tom Rising lost, that evening, more than

his estates would bring him in a whole quarter. And I

am further of opinion that Colonel Lanyon did not lose

anything except a piece of paper with some figures on it,

which he handed, ostentatiously proclaiming the amount,

which was very large, to his honourable friend, Sir Harry

Malyns, Baronet.



CHAPTER XVI

HIS LORDSHIP S INTENTIONS

In the morning the newly laid out Gardens were the resort

—after prayers, the Pump Room, the pastrycook, the

bookseller, and the draper—of all the ladies and of many
of the men—those, indeed, who preferred the pleasures of

society and the discourse of the ladies to the dull talk of

the Cambridge Fellows and the canons of Ely in the coffee-

house, or the noisy disputes and the wagers of the tavern,

or the sport of the cockpit. The Gardens became the

haunt of scandal and of gossip ; here a thousand stories

were invented ; here characters were taken away and

reputations dragged in the mud ; the ladies in their

morning dress walked about under the trees and in the

alleys, diverting themselves as best they could. At eleven

the music played in the gallery outside the Long Room.
On some days a public breakfast was offered ; on other

days there was a lottery or raffle, in which everybody took

a huge interest. Sometimes the company were content to

walk or sit under the trees, talking ; sometimes there was

singing in the Long Room ; or perhaps the Rev. Mr.

Purdon would read aloud to a small circle from some book

of verse or of romance ; or there were parties made up for

voyages up the river ; or a play was bespoke by the

general consent. In a word, it was the resort of a multi-

tude who had nothing to do but to divert themselves;
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they were full of scandal about each other; a young

fellow could not squeeze a girl's hand but it was whispered

all over the place that he had run away with her; and

though one would think, to hear them, that every woman
of the company was ready to tear to pieces every other

woman, yet they assumed so pretty a disguise, and pro-

fessed so much interest and affection and friendship for

each other, that one was inclined to believe the scandal

and gossip to be a pretence or masque to hide their true

feelings.

It was natural that in walking about the Gardens the

people should divide themselves into parties of two, or

three, or more. But in the morning after Molly's first

appearance these parties consisted of groups, each of half

a dozen and more, talking about last night's unexpected

apparition of a woman more finely dressed than any of

them, with jewels and gold chains which made the hearts

of all who beheld to sink with envy.

' The men, they say, admired her face. Lord Fylingdale

himself, they say, toasted her by name as an heiress.

What kind of heiress can she be? And there was a

quarrel about her over punch. Tom Rising poured the

whole of the punch bowl upon the head of a gentleman

said to be his Lordship's secretary. This morning they

met outside the walls. The gentleman is run through the

body and cannot live.' ' No, through the shoulder and will

recover.' ' I heard that it was in the arm, and that he will

be well again in a week. But the heiress—who is the

heiress ?' And so they went on. You may be sure that

Sam Semple found it prudent to keep out of the way.

There was, therefore, no one to tell these curious ladies

who the heiress was, or what her fortune might be.

Mostly they inclined to the belief that a thousand pounds

would cover the whole of her inheritance, and that Lord
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Fylingdale meant no more than an act of politeness to the

town, which certainly had done its best to entertain the

company. And so on.

Presently there appeared, walking side by side, Lord

Fylingdale himself and Lady Anastasia. He carried his

hat under his arm, and his cane dangled from his right

wrist ; his face was as cold and as devoid of emotion as

when the night before he had rebuked the company.

They passed along under the trees conversing. When
they passed or met any others they lowered their voices.

Their conversation—I will tell you in due course how I

learned it—was important and serious. It was of greater

importance to Molly and to me, had I known it, than one

could imagine or suspect. And this was, in effect, the

substance of their discourse.

' I know,
1
she said, ' that you have some design in coming

to Lynn, and that you intend me to assist you. Otherwise

why should you drag me here, over vile roads, to a low

lodging, in the company of fox-hunters and their ladies ?

Otherwise, indeed, why should you come here yourself?'

' The healing waters of the Spa,' he suggested gravely.

' You have nothing the matter with you. Nothing ever

hurts you. If other men drink and rake all night they

show it in their faces and their swollen bodies. But you

—why, vou look as if you lived like a saint or a hermit in

a cell."
1

' Yet—to prevent disease—to anticipate, so to speak."
1

'Ludovick, you have no longer any confidence in me.

You tell me to come here—I come. You order me to set

up a bank here every night. I have done so. What has

happened ? Sir Harry and the Colonel lose and win with

each other and with me. You look in and throw away

fifty guineas with your lofty air, as if they mattered

nothing. These country bumpkins look on and wonder.
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They are lost in admiration at a man who can lose fifty

guineas without so much as a word or a gesture. And

then they put down—a simple guinea. To please you,

Ludovick, I have become a guinea-hunter. And I am

standing at great expense, and I am losing the profits of

my London Bank.'

' The change of air will do you good, Anastasia. You

were looking pale in town. Besides, there were too many

rumours afloat.
1

' If I had your confidence, I should not care for anything.

I am willing to be your servant, Ludovick, your tool. I

endure the Colonel and I tolerate Sir Harry with his

nauseous old compliments. For your sake I suffer them

to bring discredit on my name and my play. But I do

not consent to be your slave.
1

' My mistress, not my servant,
1

he murmured, touching

her fingers.

She laughed scornfully. ' Will you tell me, then, if you

wish me to do anything more for you ? Am I to continue

picking up the guineas of these hard-fisted rustics ? Am
I to figure in their stupid minuets, whenever they have

their Assembly ? How long am I to stay here T

' You ask too many questions, Anastasia. Still, to show

you that I place confidence in you, although you mistrust

me, I will answer some of them. Of course, it is no news

to you that I have at this moment no rents—nothing to

receive and nothing to sell.
1

' I have known that for two years. You best know how

you continue to keep up your establishment.
1

' Partly by the help of your table, dear Anastasia. I

am not ungrateful, believe me.
1 Again he touched her

fingers, and again she drew herself away.

' You have remarked upon the danger of having the

Colonel and old Sir Harry about you. Both are a good
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deal blown upon. I would not suffer them to be with you

again at Bath or Tunbridge Wells. In this place they

are safe. Both of them will encourage the play and set

an example of high play and great winnings. One of them

will also be ready to challenge any who refuses to pay.

The Colonel has his uses. As for Harry, he is useful to me

in other ways. Like his Reverence.''

' The odious, vile, crawling worm P

'Quite so. Sir Harry and the Reverend Mr. Purdon

are useful in assuring the world of my own virtuous

character."
1

' Why do you want to appear virtuous ? You, whose

character is notorious.
1

' I have my reasons. Anastasia, I will place my whole

confidence in you. Perhaps you saw at the Assembly the

other night a certain bourgeoise—a citizen's daughter—

a

girl dressed in the clothes of the fashion, her face as red as

her hands
'

'I saw a very remarkable woman, Ludovick—her face

and her figure fine enough to make her fortune. She was

covered with jewels, which they told me were false.
1

' They told you wrongly, Anastasia. They are real

—

diamonds, pearls, rubies, gold chains and all—real. The

girl is a great heiress. The people here do not know how

great, or the whole country would be on bended knees

before the goddess. But I know. And on her account

—

look you—on her account am I here.
1

The Lady Anastasia changed her manner suddenly.

She glanced at his face. It was impassive ; it showed no

sign of any emotion at all.

'Well? What is this heiress to me? Can I get her

diamonds ?
1

' I want you to become her friend, Anastasia. I desire

this favour very greatly.
1

12
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The Lady Anastasia stopped suddenly. She lowered

her face ; her cheek flushed ; her lip trembled. ' Ludo-

vick,
1

she said, ' I am a woman after all. You may

command me in anything—anything else. But not in

this. If you insist upon this, I will go home at once.
1

He looked surprised. ' Why P
1
he began. ' Surely my

Anastasia is not jealous—not jealous, after all the proofs

that I have given her of fidelity P
1

' Jealous f she repeated. ' What have you to do with

the girl, then P
1

' My dear mistress, I care nothing about the girl, or

about any woman in the world, except one. Who
should know this except the one herself? It is the giiTs

fortune that I want—not the girl herself.'

' How will you get it without the girl P
1

' That is the very point I am considering. I came here

in order to get this fortune. My secretary—the fellow

Semple—told me of the girl. I sent you here in order to

help me to secure this fortune. I sent his Reverence here

—the Colonel—Sir Harry—all of them—here with the

same object, which they must not know. I came here. I

made a friend of the girl's guardian."'

' If this is true
'

' Of course it is true,
1

he replied coldly. ' Let me go

on. You shall not charge me again with want of con-

fidence. The guardian is a simple old sailor. He is a

fool, of course, being a sailor. He thinks to marry his

ward to a man of rank.
1

' Yourself, perhaps P
1

'Perhaps. He also believes in the virtue and piety

which my friends here have ascribed to me.
1

' How will you get the fortune without the girl P
1

' I tell you again—there is the difficulty. Anastasia, if

you have ever promised to assist me, give me your assist-
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ance now. I must win the confidence of the old man and

the girl. Everybody must speak well of me. I will learn

how the money is placed and where. I will get possession

of it somehow. 1

' And then—when you have it P
1

' My difficulties will be at an end. I shall leave the

town and the gaming table and everything. You will

come with me, Anastasia.
1

This time he took her hand.

' We will be Alexis and Amaryllis, the shepherd Strephon

and the maiden Daphne. My Anastasia, believe me, I am
tired of the world and its noisy pleasures. I sigh for rest

and repose/

' And the girl P
1

'She will do better without this huge fortune. Ye
gods ! to give such a girl—this sailor wench—this red and

pink bourgeoise—the fortune that should have been yours,

Anastasia ! 'Tis monstrous ! It cuts her off from her

own people. She would do better to marry the young

sailor fellow who stumbled and rolled through the minuet

with her, thinking he was on his deck rolling in the Bay

of Biscay. I will set this matter right. I will relieve her

of her fortune and throw her into those arms which reek

of pitch and tar and rope. Happy girl I

1

The Lady Anastasia sighed. ' There will never be any

rest—or any repose—or any happiness for you or for me.

Have it your own way. I will make the girl my friend.

I will tell her that you are the best of men and the

most virtuous. Yes,
1

she laughed a little, but not mirth-

fully, ' the most virtuous. And now, I think, you may
walk with me through their narrow lanes with a bridge

and a stream for every one, to the small and dirty cabin

where my maid makes shift to dress me every day, so that

I may turn out decent at least.
1

12—2



CHAPTER XVII

'IN THE LISBON TRADE'

I was greatly surprised, being on duty aboard in the fore-

noon, to see Lord Fylingdale on our quay, which adjoins

the Common Stath, in company with Captain Crowle.

In truth, the nobleman looked out of his element—

a

fish on dry land—in a place of trade. His dress was by

no means suitable for the collection of bales and casks and

crates with which the quay was piled, nor did his look

resemble that of the merchant, who may be full of dignity,

as he is full of responsibility, but is never cold and

haughty. His secret purpose, as I afterwards understood,

was to ascertain the true nature of Molly's fortune, which

he could not believe to be so great as had been repre-

sented to him. His professed purpose was to see what

Captain Crowle was anxious to show him. The good

old man, in fact, played the very game which this virtuous

gentleman desired ; he threw the girl—money, and lands,

and ships, and all—at the feet of the very man who

wanted the fortune, and for the sake of it would not

scruple to bring misery upon the girl.

'I have heard,
1

his Lordship was saying, as he looked

around and marked the crowd of porters, lightermen, and

clerks running about, ' of ships and shipping. There is a

place near London, I believe, where they have ships. But
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I have never seen that part of town. My own friends

own farms, not ships/

« Ships may be better than farms,' the old sailor replied

stoutly. 'You have frosts in May; hail in August;

drought in spring—where are your farms then ?"

Lord Fylingdale laughed pleasantly.

' Nay, Captain, but there is another side to your picture

also. Storms arise ; the waves become billows ; there are

hidden rocks—where are your ships then T

'The underwriters pay for all. There may be better

money, I say, in ships than in land."
1

'Then the merchants should be richer than the land-

owners.
,

'Not always, by your leave, my Lord. For there are

too many merchants; and of landowners, such as your

Lordship, there are never more than a few. But some

merchants are richer than some landowners. Of these my

ward is one.*'

' I should like to know, Captain, what you mean by

rich. Your ward owns ships, which bring home their

cargoes—turpentine and tar—a fragrant trade.
1

'The farmer's muck-heap smells no sweeter, and pig-

sties, my Lord, are no ladies
1

bowers.
1

' Show me one of your ships, Captain. If you have one

in port, take me on board. Make me understand what

this trade means. I doubt not that before long we shall

all turn our ploughs into rudders, our maypoles into

masts, and our oaks into ships, and so go a-trading up

and down the seas, and get rich like the merchants of

Lynn Regis.
1

I do not know how far he spoke truthfully ; I am, on

the whole, inclined to believe that he was actually ignorant

of trade and shipping of any kind. He and his class

build up a wall between themselves and those who carry



182 THE LADY OF LYNN

on the trade which pours wealth into the country and

push out their fleets into far-distant seas ; and he and

his class imagine that they are a superior race to whom

Providence hath delivered the work of administering the

kingdom, with all the offices, prizes, places, and honours

belonging to that work. They will not admit the

merchants to any share ; they fill the House of Commons

—which should be an assembly containing the merchants,

and all who make the country rich—with placemen (their

servants), and their own cousins, sons, and brothers.

They command our armies and our navies; they are our

judges and our magistrates ; for them the poet writes, the

player acts, the artist paints. They do not condescend to

penetrate into the ports where the ships lie moored and the

quays which contain the treasures brought home and the

treasures sent out. They grow continually poorer instead

of richer; their gambling, their troops of servants, their

drinking, their pleasant vices, impoverish them ; they sell

their woods and pawn their revenues. All this time the

merchants are growing richer; they live in places where

they never see anything of the fashionable world—in

villages outside London ; in towns like Bristol, Lynn,

Southampton, Newcastle, where there are no noble lords

;

they do not concern themselves about the Government if

only the seas are kept open.

Again, if these noblemen meet the merchants on any

occasion their carriage is cold and proud. Perhaps they

show an open scorn of trade ; in any case, they treat them

with scanty consideration, as people who have no rank.

Even when they desire to conciliate these inferiors, their

manner is haughty, and they speak from a height.

One man is not better than another because he makes

his living out of fields while this other makes his out

of ships. And I do not find that one man makes a better
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sailor than another because he is the son of a gentleman

while the other is the son of a boat-builder or a rope-maker.

However, I am talking likely enough as a fool. It is

not for me to question the order of the world. If the

merchants go on getting richer they may, some time or

other, look down upon the House of Lords as much as

the House of Lords, with their ladies, their sons, their

daughters, their nephews, and their cousins, now look

down upon merchants and all who earn their livelihood by

honest work, and by enterprises which demand courage

and resolution, knowledge, patience, and skill.

Presently I saw them both get into a dinghy, which the

Captain rowed out into the river, making for the Lady of

Lynn. He made fast the painter to the companion and

climbed up the rope ladder, followed by his Lordship, who,

with some difficulty, landed on the deck, looking at his

tarred hands with curiosity rather than disgust. I must

say that he made no complaint, even though his dress,

which was not adapted for rope ladders, showed also signs

of the tar.

< My Lord,
1

said the Captain, ' this is one of my ward's

ships, and there is the mate of the ship, Mr. Pentecrosse,

at your service.
1

' At your service, sir,
1
s**l my Lord, from his superior

height, and with that cold condescension which I should

try in vain to imitate and cannot attempt to set down in

words. It is not the voice of authority—every skipper

knows what that is and every sailor. It is a manner

which is never found except among people of rank.

However, I pulled off my hat and bowed low. His

Lordship took no further notice of me for awhile, but

looked about him curiously.

' A strange place,
1

he said. ' I have never before been

on a ship. Tell me more about this ship, Captain.
1
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' She is called the Lady of Lynn. She is 380 tons

burden, and she is in the Lisbon trade/

' In the Lisbon trade ? Captain, neither the amount of

her tons nor the nature of her occupation enlightens me in

the least.
1

* She sails from here to Lisbon and back again. She

takes out for the Portuguese things that they want—iron,

lead, instruments of all kinds, wool, and a great many
other things—and she brings back what we want—the

wine of the country. She comes laden with port wine,

Sack, Malmsey, Canary, Teneriffe, Lisbon, Bucellas, Moun-
tain—in a word, all the wine of Spain and Portugal.

My ward is an export and import merchant as well as a

shipowner; she fills her ships with wine. The country

round Lynn is a thirsty country; the gentlemen of

Norfolk, Lincoln and the Fen countries, not to speak of

the University of Cambridge, all drink the wine of Spain

and Portugal, and a great deal of it. We send our wine

in barges up the river and in waggons across the country

;

we send our wine to Newcastle and Hull by ships. The
trade of Lynn Regis in Spanish and Portuguese wine is

very considerable, and most of it is in the hands of my
ward.'

'This is the Lisbon trade. I begin to understand.

And what may such a ship as this be worth ?
' To build her, to rig her, to fit her for sea, to provision

her, would cost a matter of £1,500 or i^OOO.'
' And I suppose she earns something by her voyages T

The Captain smiled.

' She makes two voyages every year ; sometimes five in

two years. She must first pay her captain and the ship's

company ; then she must pay for repairs—a woman and
a ship, they say, are always wanting repairs—then she

must pay for provisions for the crew ; there are customs
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dues and harbour dues at both ends. When all is paid

the ship will bring to her owners a profit of £500 or

£600. It is a bad year when she does not bring in £600/

His Lordship's eyebrows lifted. ' How many ships did

you say are owned by this fortunate young lady P
1

' She has eight. They are not all in the Lisbon trade.

Some sail to Norway ; some to the Baltic—that is, to

Revel and Dantzig—and bring home what you saw on the

quay, the turpentine, deal, skins, fur, and so forth.
1

'Eight ships and a bad year when every single ship

does not bring in a profit of £600. Then, Captain

Crowle, we may take it that your ward has an income of

£4,800 a year.
1

The Captain smiled again. 'If it were only that I

should not be so anxious about her future. But consider,

my Lord. For eighteen years she has lived with me—she

and her mother—we live in a plain and homely way,

according to our station. We are respectable, but not

gentlefolk. We live on about £150 a year. The rest is

money saved. Some of it is laid out in land. My ward

has a good bit of land, here and there, chiefly in

Marshland, which is fat and fertile ; some of it is laid out

in houses—a good part of Lynn belongs to her—some of

it is lent on mortgage. Since your Lordship hath kindly

promised to give me your advice on the matter, it is

proper to tell you the truth. The girl, therefore, will

have an income of over £12,000 a year.
1

A strange and sudden flush rose to his Lordship's cheek ;

for a few moments he did not reply. Then in a harsh and

constrained voice he said :
' It is a very large income,

Captain. Many members of the Upper House have much

less. You must be very careful. At six per cent, it is

actually £200,000 or thereabouts. You must be very

careful.
1
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' I have been, and shall be, very careful. With such a

fortune, my Lord, may not my girl look high ?'

' She may look very high. There are some families

which would not admit, even for so great a fortune, a

mesalliance, but they are few. There are the jewels, too,

of which she wore so many last night. What may they

be worth ?'

' I do not know. They have been lying in a chest for

fifty years and more. They were brought from India by

Molly's grandfather, who sailed there, and made the

acquaintance of an Indian prince, to whom he rendered

some service. They were too grand for him and his wife

;

and they were too grand for Molly's mother, who is but a

homely body. Therefore they have been locked up all

this time. Nobody has ever worn them until Molly put

them on last night.
1

'I am a poor judge of such things, but, Captain, I

believe that what the lady wore last night must be worth

a very large sum—a very large sum indeed.'

' It may be so. It may be so,' said the Captain.

' There are as many in the box as we took out of it.

Well, my Lord, will her diamonds add to her attractions ?'

' Captain Crowle, no one knows or can understand the

extraordinary beauty of a woman who is worth .£200,000,

and has, besides, diamonds and pearls fit for a Duchess.

You must, indeed, be very careful.''

I, who stood beside him humbly, hat in hand, wondered

within myself as to what his Lordship would say if the

Captain should suddenly or inadvertently reveal his secret

ambitions. Indeed, he looked so commanding and so

noble that these ambitions appeared to me ridiculous. I

felt happier in thinking that they were ridiculous.

How, indeed, should our girl, who must appear homely

to one who knew courts and the charms and splendour
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of great ladies, attract this cold and fastidious noble-

man ?

He turned suddenly upon me. 'This,
1

he said, 'is one

of your crew P
1

I was dressed in my workaday frieze and shag, and

looked, I dare say, to unpractised eyes, more like a foc'sle

hand than the chief officer.

' It is our mate. I told your Lordship before. He is

second in command.''

' Oh ! sir,
1

he said, bowing-, a gesture which politeness

demanded and difference of rank allowed to be a slight

inclination only, ' I beg your pardon. The strangeness of

this place made me forget. Stay, is not this the—the

gentleman who attempted a minuet last night with the

fair Miss Molly T

The question threw me into confusion. The Captain

answered for me.

' Gad ! He did it rarely.
1

' Rarely, indeed. Well, sir you are lucky. You dance

with the lady ; you are in the service of the lady ; by

faithful service you help to make her rich. What greater

marks of favour can Providence bestow upon you P
1

I made no answer, because, indeed, I knew not what to

reply.

' And now, sir, if you will show me your ship, I shall be

obliged to you. Teach me the economy of a merchantman.
1

I obeyed. We left the Captain on deck, and I took

him over the whole of the ship. He wanted to see every-

thing; he inspected the two carronades on the quarter-

deck and the stand of small arms. I showed him the

binnacle and explained how we steered and kept her in

her course. I took him below and showed him the lower

deck, and let him peer into the hold. He saw the galley

and the foc
1
sle, and everything.
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I observed that he was extremely curious about all he

saw. He wanted to know the value of things ; the wages ;

the cost of provisioning the ship ; the purchase and the

sale of the cargo. It was wonderful to find a man of his

rank so curious as to every point.

' I suppose,
1

he said, ' that the old man states the mere

facts as to these ships—and the lands—and—and the rest

of it/

' No man knows better than the Captain," I replied.

' He has worked for nearly twenty years for his ward.
1

* And for himself as well, I doubt not."
1

' No, my Lord, not for himself. All for his ward. He
has taken nothing for himself, though he might have done

so. It has been all for his ward.
1

'A virtuous guardian, truly. Young man, he should

be an example to you. Would that there were many
guardians so prudent and so careful I

1

Then I invited him into the cabin, and showed him how
the log is kept, and the ship's course set down day by day.

There was nothing which he did not wish to understand.

' I never knew before,
1

he said, ' that ships could mean
money. Pray, Captain Crowle, could a ship, such as this,

be sold and converted into ready money like a forest of

oak or a plantation of cedars, or an estate of land P
1

1 Assuredly, my Lord. If I put up the Lady of Lynn
for sale to-morrow there would be a score of bids for her

here in this town. If I sold her in London she would

command a higher price.
1

' Your ward could, therefore, sell her whole fleet if she

chose.
1

' Her fleet and her business as a merchant, and her lands

and her houses and her jewels—she could sell them all.
1

It seems trifling to set down this conversation, but you
will understand in due course the meaning of these



'IN THE LISBON TRADE 1 189

questions, and what was in the mind—the corrupt and

evil mind—of this deceiver.

' But,' he went on, ' the ship may be cast away.
1

1 Ay ! She may be cast away. Then this lad and the

whole of the ship's crew would be drowned. That happens

to many tall ships. We sailors take our chance.
1

' The crew might be drowned. I was thinking, however,

of the cargo and the ship.
1

' Oh ! as to them, the underwriters would pay. Under-

writers, my Lord, are a class of people who, between them,

take the risk of ships for a percentage.
1

* Then, under no circumstances, not even that of ship-

wreck, or of fire, or of pirates, can the owner lose.
1

' The underwriters would pay. But look you, my Lord,

there are risks in every kind of business. There is the

cargo. The owner of this ship is also a merchant. She

loads a cargo of wine on her own ship ; unloads it on her

own quay, and sends it about the country to the inn-

keepers and the merchants of the towns. They may not

want her wine—but they always do. They may not be

willing to pay so much as usual, but they generally do.

These are our risks. But it is a safe business on the whole

—eh, Jack P
1

' We have never lost much yet, to my knowledge, Cap-

tain.
1

Lord Fylingdale sat down carelessly on the cabin table,

dangling his leg.

* I have had a most instructive visit, Captain. I do not

mind the tar on my hands or that on my small clothes,

which are ruined. I have learned a great deal. Captain,
1

he added solemnly, ' Miss Molly has, beside the charms of

her person and her conversation—out of so fine a mouth

pearls only, pearls as fine as those around her neck, would

drop—twelve thousand charms a year. I do not know
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her equal in London at this moment. The daughter of a

retired tallow-chandler was spoken of, some time ago

—

said to have fifty thousand pounds—with a squint. No,

Sir, Miss Molly in London would take the town by storm.''

He paused and fell into a short meditation.

'Jack,
1

said the Captain, 'there is, I am sure, a bottle

in the locker. His Lordship must not leave the ship

without tasting some of the cargo."
1

I produced a bottle and glasses.

' Your very best, Jack ?'

'The King himself has no better,
1

I replied stoutly,

' because no better wine is made.
1

' I give you a toast, Captain,
1

said his Lordship. ' The

fair Miss Molly I

1

We drank it with enthusiasm.

' I have this morning learned a great deal. For one

who, like myself, proposes to serve his country, all kinds of

knowledge are useful—even the smallest details may be

important. I have a good memory, and I shall not readily

forget the things which you have taught me. We of the

Upper House, perhaps, keep too much aloof from the

trading interests of the country.
1

' Your Lordship,
1

said the Captain, ' should present an

example of the better way.
1

' I shall endeavour to do so.
1 He put on his hat and

stood up. ' Before leaving the ship, Mr. Pentecrosse

—

you seem to have an honest face—I would exhort you to

persevere in faithful service and to deserve the confidence

of your employer. I wish you, sir, a successful voyage and

many of them.
1 He took a step toward the cabin door,

but stopped and turned again to me. ' Mr. Pentecrosse,

let me add another word of advice. Do not again attempt

to enact the part of a fine gentleman. Believe me, sir, the

part requires practice and study, unless one is born and
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brought up a gentleman. Stick to your quarter-deck,

friend, and to your ship's log, and leave, for the future,

minuets, heiresses, and polite Assemblies to your betters.
1

So saying, he walked out of the cabin and climbed down

the ladder, followed by the Captain. As for me, I stood

gaping at the open door, looking, as they say, like a stuck

pig, being both ashamed and angry.



CHAPTER XVIII

THE WITCH

All that day I remained in a state of gloom. I was

ashamed to think that I had brought ridicule upon Molly

by my clumsy dancing, and I was gloomy because I under-

stood that Molly must certainly marry some great man,

and that there would be an end of her so far as I was con-

cerned. I was her servant ; I was her faithful servant

;

what could I want more ? I was never again to attempt

the part of a fine gentleman—and she would live wholly

among fine gentlemen. I know now that it was more than

the common gloom of humiliation. That I should have

thrown off with ease. It was the terror of something: evil

—the consciousness which seizes the soul without any

cause that can be ascertained, and fills it with trembling

and with terror. Certain words—harmless words—kept

recurring to my mind ; words uttered by Lord Fylingdale
—

' Can a ship be sold like a farm ?' or words to that effect.

Why did these simple words disturb me ? The Captain

had no thought of selling any of the ships. And why,

when I thought of these words, did I also remember the

curious change that came over his face when he understood

the great wealth of this young heiress ? I seemed to see

again the strange flush of his pale, cold cheek ; I seemed to

see a strange smile upon his unbending lips and a strange

light in his eyes. There was never, surely, any gentleman



THE WITCH 193

with a face so cold and calm as that of my Lord Fyling-

dale. It was as if a perpetual peace reigned in his mind ;

as if he was disturbed by none of the passions and emotions

of ordinary men. Therefore the smile and the strange look

must have been in my imagination only.

Was it possible that the Captain's secret prayers were

to be granted ? They were ambitious prayers. I have

heard it said that the Lord sometimes grants to men the

thing they most desire in order that they may learn how

much better it would have been for them had their prayers

been refused. You shall learn how this lesson was driven

into my mind—line upon line—precept upon precept.

For my own part, while I honestly desired for Molly the

best of husbands, the thought of her marrying this cold,

stately, proud young nobleman filled me with pity.

And I must tell you, moreover, of a strange thing. It

happened some three or four years before these events, but

I have never forgotten it.

It is connected with Molly's black woman, whom we called

Ni°ra. Like all black women, she was esteemed a witch.

In earlier times she would have been burned at the stake

for her magic and sorcery. Yet she was only a white witch,

as they call them ; it was very well known that she worked

no mischief and cast no spells. Nobody was afraid of her.

If a child fell into fits, the mother, so far from thinking

Nigra to be the cause, brought her to the black woman to

be cured. Nobody could look at her kindly, wrinkled old

face, which was always smiling through her white teeth ;

nobody could see those smiles upon her face, which shone

in the sun as if it was of burnished metal ; nobody could

talk with her, I say, and believe that she was of the malig-

nant stuff that makes the witch of the village. She had a

great reputation for telling fortunes ; she could show girls

their future husbands ; she could find out lucky days for

13
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them and tell them how to avoid unlucky days ; she could

make charms to be hung round the necks of infants which

would keep them from croup, fits and convulsions, and carry

them safely through measles and whooping-cough. She had

sovereign remedies against toothache, chilblains, earache,

growing pains, agues, fevers, and all the diseases of boys

and girls, and could deal with the ailments which fall upon

the maids, such as megrims, headache, swoonings, giddiness,

vapours, and melancholy. It was believed that even Dr.

Worship himself could not compare with this black woman

from the Guinea Coast.

One evening, long before the events that I am relating,

I surprised her while she was engaged in her harmless spells

and magic rites. It was in the kitchen, where she sat

alone at a table before the fire. There was no candle, and

the red light of the blazing coal made her face shine like

copper and her eyes like two flames, and transformed her

red cloth turban into rich crimson velvet. She had on the

table before her a string of shells, a monkey's skull—but

it looked like the skull of a baby—a thick round stick,

painted with lines of red and blue, two or three rags of

cloth, a cocoanut shell cut in two to make a cup, and many
other tools or instruments which I forget ; and, indeed, it

matters nothing, because no one would be any the wiser if

I set down the whole furniture of this old sorceress.

She was bending over the table, arranging in some kind

of order these mysterious means for learning the future,

and murmuring the while gibberish of the kind which serves

these poor blacks for their language. She was so busy

that she did not hear my footsteps, till I stole behind her

and clapped both my hands over her eyes.

Then she jumped up with a shriek, letting her magical

tools drop, and turned round. ' Shoo P she cried, burst-

ing into a laugh. ' Shoo ! It's Massa Jack. I tought it
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was de dcbble come to look on.' This was the way she

talked. I believe that if you take a negro as a baby and

bring him up with Christians, so that he hears no word of

his own gibberish, in the end he will always speak in this

way. It is part of his nature ; it is one of the things which

belong to his race—wool instead of hair ; black skin instead

of white ; thick speech instead of clear ; the shin rounded

instead of the calf; a projecting heel, and a big jaw with

white, strong teeth.

' Does the devil often come here, Nigra P
1

' Massa Jack,
1

she replied, with as much solemnity as she

could command, ' don't you nebber ask if the debble comes

here/

* What is he like, Nigra ?

She sat down and began to laugh. She laughed till her

mouth nearly reached her ears ; she laughed till her turban

nodded and shook, and her shoulders shook, and she shook

all over. She laughed, I know not why. ' What he like ?

Ho ! Ho ! Ho ! Massa Jack—what he like ?

' Well, but, Nigra, tell me how you know him when you

see him."'

' Massa Jack," she became serious as suddenly as she had

fallen into her fit of laughter, ' look ye here. When you

see de debble—then you know de debble.
-1

So saying, she turned to the table again and began to

gather up her unholy possessions.

' Well, but, Nigra, I am not the devil, and so you may
as well tell me whose fortune you are telling.

1

' Missy's fortune.
1

1 What is it P
1

She shook her head. 'Can't tell you, Massa Jack.

Mustn't tell you.
1

1 Why not ? Come, Nigra, you know that I desire the

very best fortune for her that can be given to anyone.
1

13—2
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She hesitated. Then she laid her hand on mine.

' Massa Jack,
1

she said, ' I tell her fortune your people's

way, by the cards, and my people's way, by the gri-gri and

the skull. It's always the same fortune.
-1

' What is it ?
' Always the same. They say—trouble for Missy—great

big trouble—she dunno yet what trouble is. Bimeby she

find out, and then all de trouble go—like as if de sun come

out and de rain leave off. All the same fortune.'
1

'I don't understand it at all, Nigra. Why should

trouble come to Miss Molly ?'

' Cards don"
1

tell that. Sometimes, Jack, de head '—she

laid her hand on the skull of the monkey, or was it the

skull of a child ?—' de head tells me things. Befo' you

come in de head was talking fine. He say, " Lose to gain

—

lose to gain. Him no good. Bimeby bery fine man come

along.'" Dat's what de head said to-night.'

' Nonsense, Nigra—a fleshless skull cannot speak.'

' Dat's what de head say to me dis night,' she replied

doggedly.

I looked at the skull, but it remained silent, grinning

with the dreadful mockery of the death's head.

' Bimeby bery fine man come along,' Nigra repeated.

I laughed incredulous. Then she laid her hand upon my
eyes for a moment—only for a moment. ' Listen, then.'

It was like a voice far away. I opened my eyes again.

Before me sat, or stood unsupported, the skull, and

nothing else. The room had vanished, Nigra and her

tools and everything. The eyes of the skull were filled

with a bright light, and the teeth moved, and the thing

spoke. It said :
' Lose to gain ! Lose to gain ! By-and-

by a better man will come.'

I shivered and shook. I shut my eyes for the brightness

of the light. I opened them again immediately. Every-
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thing was as before : the old black woman beside me at the

table ; the skull and the rest of the things ; the red light

of the fire.

' Nigra,
1

I cried, ' what have you done ? You are a

witch.
1

' What did de skull say, Massa Jack P
1

' How did you do it ? What does it mean P
1 To this

day I know not how she contrived this witchcraft.

She would talk no more, however. I suppose she read

the signs and tokens according to the rules of her witch-

craft, and knew no more. I am not one of those who

believe that these black women can penetrate the clouds

of the future and can foresee, that is, see clearly, before

they happen, the things that are coming. It would be

too much to expect of a mere black. Why should Provi-

dence, who has manifestly created the black man to be the

slave of the white, confer upon the black woman so great

a gift as that of prophecy ? It is not credible.

All that day, after Lord Fylingdale climbed down by

the rope ladder, I kept hearing over again the words of the

black woman, which came back to me, though I had long

forgotten them, ' By-and-by. By-and-by, a better man

will come.
1

Some there are who laugh at these things, which they

call superstitions. I have heard my father and the vicar

arguing learnedly that the time for witchcraft has passed

away, with that of miracles, demoniac possessions, and the

casting out of devils. Well, it is not for me to speak of

things that belong to the landsman. There may be no

such thing as witchcraft ; there may be no overlooking ;

the moon and the planets cannot, perhaps, strike children.

But as for what the sailor believes—why, he knows. All

the Greek and all the Hebrew in the world will not shake

out of his mind what he knows. He learns new knowledge
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with every voyage, and new experience with every gale, and

when those words of poor old Nigra came back to me, and

would not leave me, keeping up a continual sing-song in

my head, I knew very well indeed that some trouble was

brewing—and that the trouble had to do with Molly.



CHAPTER XIX

A TRUE FRIEND

When Molly came out of church after morning prayers

she stood in the porch to see the company pass out. It

was a fashionable company, consisting entirely of ladies

who came from the Pump Room to hear the Reverend

Benjamin Purdon, locum tenens for the Curate of St.

Nicholas, read the prayers of the morning service. This

he did with an impressiveness quite overwhelming, having

a deep and musical voice, which he would roll up and

down like the swelling notes of an organ, insomuch that

some ladies wept every morning, while he pronounced the

Absolution with so much weight that every sinner present

rose from her knees in the comfortable faith that her sins

were absolved and washed away, and that she could now
begin a new series of sins upon a clean slate. Happy con-

dition, when, without penance, which the Papists enforce

;

and without repentance, which is demanded by the Pro-

testant faith, a sinner can every morning wipe off the sins

of the last twenty-four hours and so begin another day

with a robe as white as snow, no sins upon his conscience,

and a sure and certain hope. ' Let us accept,
1

said this

reverend divine, ' with gratitude and joy all that Holy
Church gives us ; above all, her absolution. We have not

the sins of yesterday to weigh us down together with the

sins of to-day. Madam, your silk apron becomes you
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highly
;
pink silk with silver matches the colour of your

cheeks. It is the colour of Venus herself, I vow. Ah

!

there are moments when I could wish I was not an

ecclesiastic V

As a rule the morning prayers at our two churches are

but poorly attended. The merchants and the captains

are at this hour in the counting-houses on the Quay, or

assembled at the Custom House, which is a kind of ex-

change for them ; the craftsmen and the sailors and the

bargemen are at their work ; the shopkeepers are standing

behind their counters ; the housewives and the girls are in

the kitchen, pantry, or still-room ; there is no one left to

attend the morning service, except a few bedesmen and

poor old women.

But in the company assembled at the Spa there were

many ladies of pious disposition, though of fashionable

conversation, who, having no duties to perform, after

drinking the waters and exchanging the latest gossip at

the Pump Room, were pleased to attend the daily prayers

—all the more because they were read by a clergyman

from London who could talk, when he pleased, like a mere

man of the world, or, also when he pleased, with the

gravity and the piety of a bishop. The church was,

further, a place where one could gather together, so to

speak, all the ladies"' dresses and receive suggestions and

hints by the example of others what to choose and what

to avoid.

Among those who came out of the church that morning

was the Lady Anastasia, in a long hood lined with blue

silk, looking, as she always did, more distinguished than

any of the rest. She stopped in the porch, seeing Molly,

and laughed, tapping her on the cheek with her fan. The

other ladies, recognising the girl who wore the chains and

the strings of jewels with so fine a dress at the Assembly,
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passed on their way, sticking out their chins, or sniffing

slightly, or giggling and whispering, or even frowning.

These gestures all meant the same thing: scorn and

contempt for the girl who presumed, not being a gentle-

woman, to have so much money and so much beauty.

Envy, no doubt, was more in their minds than scorn.

They were agreed, without speaking, to treat the poor

girl with every sign of resentment. And then, to their

confusion, the greatest lady among them stopped and

laughed and patted the impudent baggage on the cheek

!

'Child,
1

said the Lady Anastasia, 'you were at the

Assembly the other night. I saw you dancing a minuet,

and I heard that you were rudely treated at the country

dance. I have heard Lord Fylingdale speak about you.

He has made the acquaintance of your guardian, Captain

Crawle or Crowle. Come, child. Let us be better

acquainted. Where are you going T
' I am going home, madam. 1

' Take me with you, then. Let me see your home.''

Molly blushed to the ears and stammered that it was

too great honour. So she walked away, Lady Anastasia

with her, while the ladies stood in little groups watching

in wonder and indignation, through the churchyard and

so to the Captain's house in Hogman's Lane, close to the

fields and gardens.

Molly led her noble guest into the parlour. The Lady

Anastasia looked round. ' So,
1

she said, ' this is the home

of the heiress.
1 There was truly very little to indicate this

fact. The floor was clean and sanded ; a few chairs stood

round the walls ; one of them was an armchair ; on the

walls hung certain portraits—for my own part I always

considered these as very fine works of art, but I have since

heard that the limner was but a sorry member of the craft.

He was an itinerant painter, who drew these portraits in
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oils at half a guinea each. They represented Molly's

parents and Captain Crowle as a young man. On the

mantelshelf stood a row of china cups, and over them a

dozen samplers. There was a table and there was no other

furniture.

' You are an heiress, are you not, child .

?1

' The Captain tells me so, madam. 1

' The Captain's views as to the nature of a fortune may
be limited. What is your fortune ?'

' There are ships, and lands, and houses. I know not

how many of each. And I believe there is money, but I

know not how much. 1

' Strange ! Is it in such a house that an heiress should

be brought up ? Have you servants of your own P
1

' I have my black woman, Nigra.
1

' Humph ! Have you a coach ? or a chair ? or a harpsi-

chord r
' I have none of these things.

1

' Have you friends among the gentlefolk ? Who are the

people that you visit P
1

'There are no gentlefolk in Lynn. I know the Vicar

and the Curate of St. Nicholas and their families, and the

schoolmaster and his son.
1

'And the parish clerk, I suppose; and the man who
plays the organ. Have you been educated F

1

Molly blushed. ' The Captain says that I have had the

best education possible for a woman. I can read and

write and cast up accounts ; and I can make cakes and

puddings, and brew the beer and make the cordials ; and

I can embroider and sew.
1

' Heavens ! What a preparation for an heiress ! But,

perhaps, it is not so great a fortune after all. And do

you go about daily dressed like this—in stuff' or linsey-

woolsey P
1
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' It is my work-a-day dress. I have a better for

Sunday.'

' I dare say—I dare say. What do they call you ?

Molly ? It is a good name for you. Molly. There is

something simple about it—something rustical, yet not

uncouth, like Blousabella. Your face will pass, Molly.

It is a fair garden of red and white. Your eyes are good ;

they can be soft and affectionate. I should think they

could also be hard and unforgiving. Your hair is delight-

ful ; even the tresses of Amaryllis are coarse and thick

compared with yours. Your hand, my dear, is a soft and

warm hand, but it is too red—you work with it.
1

* Why, what else should I work with i"

' The only work you should do is the shuffling and the

dealing of cards—your hands were made for this purpose

—or to handle a fan, or to wear gloves ; but not to work,

believe me.'

Molly looked at her hand. It was a workwoman's hand,

being, though small, thick and strong, with ringers square

rather than long. She looked and laughed.

' What would you say, madam, if you saw me rowing a

boat or handling the sail while Jack Pentecrosse steers ?

I have done much rougher work in a boat than in the still-

room. 1

'These confessions amaze me, my dear. With ships

—actually the plural of the word ship !—and lands

—

what lands ?—and houses, and that sum of money, that

you should live in a house like this, without servants,

without dress—your clothes are not dress—without a

coach—and that you should be allowed . . . Pray, Molly,

what does your mother think of it T
' My mother teaches me to do what she herself does.

1

' Yet you came the other night in a costly dress, and

you danced the minuet.
1
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* The Director of the Ceremonies, Mr. Prappet, taught

me the dance."
1

'You acquitted yourself tolerably, considering your

partner, who made everybody laugh. There was, how-

ever, too much of the dancing school in your style. A
minuet, child, should convey the idea of gesture unstudied.

Not natural. Heaven forbid that the world of fashion

should ever be natural ! No, but springing out of the

courtesy of the situation, in accordance with the practice

of the polite world. The cavalier woos the maiden, not

in the country fashion of swain and shepherdess, whose

wooing is a plain and direct question with a plain and

direct answer, but with formal advances according to

well-understood rules, which demand certain postures

and gestures. Who dressed you ?'

'The dressmaker from Norwich who has a shop in

Mercers
1 Row. She had the dress from London.''

' The dress was passable. For most girls it would have

been too costly. But it proclaimed the heiress. It also

awakened the envy, hatred, and malice of the whole

Assembly—I mean of the ladies. Then there were the

jewels. Child, are you really possessed of all those jewels ?

Are they truly your own ? Are they truly real P
1

' I suppose so. They have been locked up for fifty

years. My grandfather, who was a ship^ captain, brought

them from India. They were given to him in return for

some service by a native prince. No one has ever worn

them except myself. The Captain wanted to make the

whole world understand that I have these fine things.

That is why I took some of them out and put them on.
-
*

'The world received this intelligence, child, with envy

unspeakable. Since the Assembly the ladies have been

entirely occupied in taking away your character. You
are a strolling actress ; your jewels are coloured glass

;
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your silk dress is a stage costume ; I will not repeat the

many kind things said concerning you.
1

' Oh ! But what have I done ? What am I to do ?

' Be not alarmed. Everybody's character is taken away

in turns, and nobody is one whit the worse. With a girl

like you, so innocent of the world, the more your character

is taken away the better it becomes.''

' Yet I would rather '

' Tut, tut ! What matters their talk ? But about those

jewels, my dear. I am curious about them. Will you let

me see them all ? If only you knew how jewels carry me
away P

Molly went away, and presently returned with a large

casket of wood carved with all kinds of devices, such as

figures, flowers, fruit, and leaves. Within there were

trays lined with red velvet, the colour now somewhat

decayed ; on these trays reposed the jewels she had worn,

and many more. There were strings of pearls ; coils of

gold chains ; bracelets and necklaces ; rings, brooches ; all

kinds imaginable, set with precious stones, diamonds,

emeralds, pearls, rubies, turquoise, sapphires, opals—every

jewel that is known to men and prized by women.

The Lady Anastasia gazed upon them with hunger and

longing ; she took up the chains and strings of pearls and

rubies and suffered them to fall gently through her fingers,

as if the mere touch was sovereign against all ills ; she

sighed as she laid them down. She sprang to her feet

and began to hang them about Molly's neck and arms;

she twisted the pearls in and about her hair ; she strung

the gold chains about her neck ; she covered her again, as

she had been covered at the Assembly, with the glittering

gauds.
1 Oh P she cried, sinking into her chair. ' Tis too

much! Take them off" again. Molly, I burst—I faint

—
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I die—with envy. Oh ! that you, who care so little for

them, should have so many, and I, who care so much,

should have so few. Women have risked their honour,

their name, their immortal souls, for a tenth part of the

treasures that you have in this casket. And yet you

wonder why they take away your character I

1

Molly laughed and shut the box. 'As I never saw

them before yesterday I do not understand their envy.'

' No—you do not understand. Ah ! how much happi-

ness you lose in not understanding. For you know not

the joy of seeing all faces grow black and all looks bitter.

Well, put them away, out of my sight."
1

Then she turned to another subject.

'Tell me, Molly, what your guardian designs for you.

Are you to marry some merchant who distributes casks of

turpentine about the country ? Or a sailor who pretends

to be a fine gentleman and dances like an elephant ? The

handling of this noble fortune is surely above the ambition

of such gentry as these.
,

' Indeed I do not know. The Captain says that he

must look higher than a merchant or a sailor of Lynn.

And he will not think of any gentleman of the country,

neither, because they are all hard drinkers."'

' The Captain is difficult to please. Methinks a gentle-

man would at least bestow promotion. Your children

would be gentlefolk, I dare say, with the help of this great

fortune. What does he want, however P
1

' He talks about finding a young man of position, who

is also virtuous.'

' Oh ! He is indeed ambitious. My dear, a young man
of position who wants a fortune is easily found. He
grows and flourishes in the park, like blackberries on a

hedge. But when you speak of virtue, the virtuous young

man is not so common. Tis a wicked world, my dear.'
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'The Captain has spoken on the subject to Lord

Fylingdale.
1

' I believe he has done so. He may, indeed, entirely

depend upon his Lordship's advice, whether it concerns

the placing of your fortune or the bestowal of your hand.
1

'The Captain, I know, thinks very highly of Lord

Fylingdale"^ judgment.
1

' I hope also of his virtue. Indeed, but for his virtue,

his Lordship would be even as other men, which would be

a pity for other men—I mean, for him.
1

She then began to give Molly advice about her next

appearance at the Assembly.

' You must come again
;
you must come often ; I will

take care that you find partners. You must not show

that you are moved in the least by the treatment you have

received. But I would advise a more simple dress. Come

to me, my dear, and my maid shall dress you. A young

girl like yourself ought not to wear so much silk and lace,

and the addition of the gold network was more fitting for

a matron of rank than a young unmarried woman. And

as for the jewels, I would recommend one gold chain or a

necklace of pearls and a bracelet or two—I saw one with

sapphires, very becoming—and do not put the diamonds

in your hair. And you must on no account come with

the bear who flopped and sprawled with you before.
1

' Poor Jack f

' Jack ? Is he your brother P
1

' No. He is my old friend. And he is mate on one of

my ships—the Lady of Lynn.''

' I dare say he would like to command the other Lady of

Lynn. But, Molly, pray be careful. A Jack-in-the-box

is apt to jump up high. Take care.
1

So saying she rose to go, but stopped for a few last

words.
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' Well, my dear, you must seriously prepare yourself to

take the place that belongs to you by right of your fortune.

After all, what is rank compared with wealth ? I have no

doubt that some sprig of quality will be found to take

your hand—with your fortune. At first the women will

flout you. Keep up your courage. You can buy their kind-

ness ; you can buy it by judicious gifts, or by finding out

their secrets. I will help you there, my dear. I know

secrets enough to crack the reputation of half the town.'

Molly shuddered. ' You make me afraid,
1

she said.

' Am I never to have friends P
1

The Lady Anastasia shook her head. 'Friends, my
dear ? What does the girl mean ? We are all friends ; of

course we are friends, and we all backbite each other and

carry scandal and intrigue. Friends, my dear? In the

world of fashion P
1

' I shall never like the world of fashion.

'

' Not at first. But the liking will come. There is no

other way of life that can be compared with it. You will

rise at noon after a cup of chocolate ; you will spend the

afternoon in dressing
; you will go out in your coach or

your chair to breathe the air of the park ; you will

take dinner at four ; you will go to the theatre or the

opera at six ; you will sit down to cards at ten. My
simple native, you know not half the joys that await you

in the dear, delightful, scandalous town.
1

So she went on, and before she departed she had made
Molly promise to visit her and to receive a continuation of

those lessons by which she hoped, in the interests of Lord

Fylingdale, to make the girl discontented and ready to

throw herself, fortune and all, into the arms of herself and

her associates. As yet she had made little impression.

Molly was not anxious for any change. She would be

content to go on as before—the darling of her old
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guardian—with her friends and the people among whom

she had lived all her life—simple in their tastes, homely

in their manners; to be like her mother, a maker of

bread, cakes, and puddings ; a brewer of ale ; the mistress

of the still-room.

'Why, Jack,
1
she said, telling me something of this

lesson in politeness, 'I am to go away; to live in

London ; to leave my mother ; never to see the Captain

any more ; never to do anything again ; not to make any

more puddings—such as you like so much ; to play cards

every night ; to have no friends ; and to backbite and

slander everybody I know. If this is the polite world,

Jack, let me never see it. ""lis my daily prayer.
1

You shall hear how her prayer was granted, yet not in

the way she would have asked. And this, I say again, is

the way in which many of our prayers are granted. We
get what is good for us—if we pray for that good thing

—

but not by the way we would have chosen.

14



CHAPTER XX

FIVE OY'LOCK IN THE MORNING

It was the custom with some of the High Fliers or the

Bucks, as they were called, when the Card Room was closed,

to go off* together to a tavern, there to finish the evening

drinking, singing, gambling, and rioting the whole night

through and long after daylight. Truly the town of Lynn

witnessed more profligacy and wickedness during this

summer than all its long and ancient history had contained

or could relate.

The Assembly was held twice a week—on Tuesday and

on Friday. It was on Tuesday night that a certain state-

ment was made in a drunken conversation which might

have awakened suspicion of some dark design had it been

recorded. A small company of the said High Fliers,

among whom were Colonel Lanyon and the young man
named Tom Rising, marched off to the tavern most fre-

quented by them, after the closing of the Rooms, and called

for punch, cards, and candles. Then they sat down to

play, with the ungodly and profane discourse which they

affected. They played and drank, the young men drinking

fast and hard, the Colonel, after his custom, keeping his

head cool.

The night in May is short ; the daylight presently

began to show through the red curtains of the tavern
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window ; then the sun rose ; the players went on regard-

less of the dawn and of the sun. One of them pulled back

the curtains and blew out the candles. But they went on

noisily. One of them fell off his chair, and lay like a log ;

the rest drew close, and continued to drink and to play.

Among them no one played higher or more recklessly than

Tom Rising. It was a game in which one holds the bank

and takes the bets of the players. Colonel Lanyon held

the bank, and took Tom's bets, which were high, as readily

as those of the others which were low.

At five in the morning he laid down the cards.

' Gentlemen,
1

he said, * we have played enough, and

taken more than enough, I fear. Let us stop the game

at this point.
1

' You want to stop,
1

said Tom Rising, whose face was

flushed and his speech thick, ' because you've been winning.

I want my revenge—I will have my revenge.
1

' Sir,
1

said the Colonel, ' any man who says that I refuse

revenge attacks my honour. No, sir. To-morrow, that is

to say, this evening, or any other time you please except

the present, you shall have your revenge, and as much as

you please. I appeal to the company. Gentlemen, it is

now five o'clock, and outside broad daylight. The market

bells have already begun. Are we drunk or sober P
1

' Drunk, Colonel, drunk,
1

said the man on the floor.

' If we are drunk we are no longer in a condition fit for

play. Let us therefore adjourn until the evening. Is this

fair, gentlemen, or is it not ? I will go on if you please.
1

' It is quite fair, Colonel,
1 one of them replied. ' I

believe you have lost, and you might insist on going on.
1

' Then, let us look to the counters.
1 They played with

counters, each representing a guinea or two or five, as had

been agreed upon at the outset. So every man fell to

counting and exchanging until all had done except Tom
14—2
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Rising, who sat apparently stupid with drink. Then they

began to pay each other on the differences.

' Twenty-five guineas, Colonel.
1

The Colonel passed over the money with cheerfulness.

' Forty-three guineas, Colonel."'

He paid this sum—and so on with the rest. He had

lost, it appeared, to every one of the players except Tom
Rising, whose reckoning was not made up. They were all

paid immediately and cheerfully. Now, the gentlemen of

Norfolk are as honourable in their sport as any in the

kingdom, but they seldom lose without a curse or two.

This cheerfulness, therefore, under ill fortune surprised

them.

The Colonel turned to Tom, whose eyes were closing.

' Mr. Rising, we will settle, if you please, after we have

slept off the punch."'

Tom grunted and tried to speak. He was at that point

of drunkenness when he could understand what was said,

but spoke with difficulty. It is one of the many transient

stages of intoxication.

' Then, gentlemen,
1
said the Colonel, ' we can meet again

whenever you please. 1 only hope that you are satisfied

with me for stopping the play at this point."

' We are, Colonel. We are quite satisfied.
1 So they

pushed back their chairs and rose somewhat unsteadily.

But they had all won, and therefore had reason to be

satisfied.

' Fm not—not satisfied.
1 Tom Rising managed to get

out these words and tried, but without success, to sit

square and upright.

4 Well, sir,
1

said the Colonel, ' you shall have your

revenge to-morrow.
1

' I want it now—Fll have it now. Bring another bowl.
1

His head dropped again.
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' The gentleman,' said the Colonel, ' is not in a condition

to play. It would be cruel to play with him in this state.'

' Come, Tom,' one of them shook him by the arm, ' wake

up and be reasonable.'

1 I've lost again, and I want revenge.'

' To-morrow, Tom, the Colonel will give you as much

revenge as you please.'

Tom made no reply. He seemed asleep.

' He shall have as much revenge as he pleases. Mean-

time, gentlemen, we have been pleasant together, so far.

But this young gentleman plays high—very high. I am

ready to meet his wishes ; but, gentlemen—far be it from

me to hint that he is not a gentleman of large estate—but

the fact is that he has lost pretty heavily and wants to go

on continually.'

' Yesterday,' Tom spoke with closed eyes, ' it was eight

hundred. To-day it's—how much to-day ?'

They looked at each other. ' Gentlemen,' said the

Colonel, ' you have heard what he says. I assure you that

the high play was forced upon me.'

They knew Tom to be the owner of a pretty estate of

about ^1200 a year, and they knew him to be a sportsman,

eager and reckless. Eight hundred pounds is a large sum

to raise upon an estate of oC1200, even if there were no

other demands upon it.

' He has a good estate,' said one.

' Say, rather, had a good estate,' corrected another.

' 1 need not point out, gentlemen,' the Colonel observed

severely, 'the extreme injustice of admitting to our circle

those who venture to play beyond their means. Play

demands, above all things, jealousy in admittance. If

men of honour meet for a few hours over the cards, the

least they can demand is that, since they have to pay at

sight, or within reasonable time, no one shall be admitted
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who is not able to pay within reasonable time, whatever

losses he may make. You and I, gentlemen,'' he continued,

' have not forced this high play upon our friend here.
1

'No. Tom would always fly higher than his neigh-

bours.
1

' I think, Colonel,
1
said one of them gravely, ' that this

matter concerns the honour of the place and the county.

You come among us a man of honour ; you play and pay

honourably. We admit Tom Rising into our company.

He must raise the money. But you will grant him time.

Eight hundred pounds and more
1

' Perhaps a thousand,
1

said the Colonel.

'Cannot be raised in a moment. We are not in

London ; there are no money-lenders with us ; and I know

not how much has been already raised upon the estate.

But, Colonel, rest assured that the money shall be duly

paid. Perhaps it will be well not to admit poor Tom to

our table in future, though it will be a hard matter to

deny him.
1

Then Tom himself lifted his head.

' I can hear what you say, but I am too drunk to talk.

Colonel, it's all right. Wait a day or two.
1 He struggled

again to sit upright. One of his friends loosened his

cravat, another took off his wig and rubbed his head with

a wet cloth. ' Why,1 he said, ' I am sober again. Let's

have another bowl and another game.
1

'No, no,
1

his friends cried out together. 'Enough,

Tom ; get up and go to bed.
1

' Colonel Lanyon,1 he said, ' and friends all—gentlemen

of this honourable company '—he ran his words together

as men in liquor use—but they understood him perfectly.

' I will play as high as I like ; and as deep as I like ; and

as long as I like. I will play till I have stripped every

man among you to the very bones. Why do I say this ?
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Because, gentlemen, after Friday night I shall be the

richest man in the county. Dye hear ? The richest man

in the county. You don't know how ? Very well. Do
you think I am going to tell you ? Ho ! ho ! when you

hear the news, you'll say, 'twas only Tom—only Tom
Rising—had the courage to venture and to win/© ©

' He means the hazard table,
1

said the Colonel.

' No ; not the hazard table/ Tom went on. ' Oh ! I

know the table and the woman who keeps the bank, and

pretends to weep when you lose. I know about her. I've

heard talk about her. What is it ? Don't remember.

Tell you to-morrow/

' He should stop talking/ said the Colonel ;
' we must

not listen to his wanderings/

' Richest man in the county/ he repeated. ' Colonel, I

like your company. You lay down your money like a man.

In a week, Colonel, I'll have it all ; there shan't be a guinea

left among you all. Richest man in county—make

—

guineas—fly/ His head sank down again. He was once

more speechless.

His friends looked from one to the other. What did

Tom Rising mean ?

' Gentlemen/ said the Colonel, ' he has been drinking

for many days. He has some kind of a fit upon him. After

a sleep he will be better. Just now he dreams of riches.

I have known men in such a condition to see animals, and

think that they are hunted by rats and clawed by devils.'

Again Tom lifted his head and babbled confusedly.

' The richest man—the richest man in the whole county.

After Friday night—not to-night—after Friday night. I

have found out a short way to fortune. The richest man
in the county.'

So they left him sleeping in his chair, with his head on

the table among the glasses and the spilt punch. It was
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not long, however, before they discovered what his words

had meant. It was not the raving of a drunken man, but

the betrayal in his cups—unfortunately, only a partial

revelation of the abominable wickedness by which he pro-

posed to acquire sudden wealth. Said I not that Tom
Rising was never one to be balked or denied when he had

set his heart upon a thing—nor was he to be restrained by

any consideration of law, human or Divine ; or of conse-

quences in this world or the next. You shall now hear

what he designed and what he called the shortest wav,

and how he was going to become the richest man in the

county.



CHAPTER XXI

molly's second appearance

Molly's first appearance was at the Assembly of Tuesday

;

her second on that of Friday. Between these two days, as

you have seen, a good many things happened, not the least

important of which was Lady Anastasia's 'adoption,
1

so

to speak, of Molly.

On Tuesday she came with the Captain, whose appear-

ance betrayed the old sailor, followed by the young sailor,

transformed, for one night only, into a fine gentleman.

On that occasion she was dressed with an extravagant

display of jewels which might have suited an aged Duchess

at Court, but was entirely unfitting to a young girl in the

Assembly of a watering-place ; she then danced as if every

step had been recently taught her (which was indeed the

case) and as if every posture was fresh from the hands of

the dancing-master.

This evening she came in the company and under the

protection of the Lady Anastasia herself, whose acceptance

of her right to appear could not be questioned, save in

whispers and behind the fan. The former partner in the

minuet, he who sprawled and trod the boards like an

elephant ; the sailor who would pass for a gentleman—in

a word, her old friend, Jack Pentecrosse (myself)—was not

present. I had proposed to accompany her, but in the

morning I received a message from Lady Anastasia,



218 THE LADY OF LYNN

' Would Mr. Pentecrosse be so very good as to call upon

her immediately P
1

I went. I found her the most charming lady, with the

most gracious manner that I had ever seen. She was,

indeed, the only lady of quality with whom I have ever

conversed. It seemed as if she understood perfectly my
mind as regards Molly, because while she humiliated me,

at the same time she made me feel that the humiliation

was necessary in the interests of Molly herself. In a

word, she asked me not to accompany Molly again to the

Assembly, nor to present myself there ; and, therefore, not

to remind the company that Molly's friends were young

men who were not gentlemen. ' You have the face and

the heart, Mr. Pentecrosse,"' she said, laying her white hand

on my arm, ' of a man of honour. With such a man as

yourself, one does not ask for a shield and a pedigree.

But where women are concerned some things are necessary.

You love our Molly ,—she said ' our ' Molly, and yet she

was in league with the Earl, that arch villain among lost

souls. ' You love her. I read it in your betraying blush

and in your humid eyes. Therefore you will consent to

this sacrifice with a cheerful heart. And, Mr. Pentecrosse

—I would willingly call you Jack, after Molly's sisterly

fashion—come to see me again. It does me good—

a

woman of fashion, which too often means of hollow hearts

—to converse with a young man so honest and so simple.

Come again, Jack. I am here nearly every morning after

prayers.
1

I obeyed, of course. Who could resist such a woman ?

Well, Molly appeared under her protection. She was now

dressed with the simplicity that belongs to youth, yet with

a simplicity only apparent, and not real. For the cloth of

gold and the embroidery had vanished ; the bracelets, heavy

with rubies and emeralds, had disappeared ; the golden
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cestus, the diamonds, the gold chains, all were gone. But
the pink silk gown and the white silk petticoat which she

wore were costly ; the neck and the sleeves were edged and

adorned with lace such as no other lady in the room could

show ; round her neck lay a necklace of pearls as big as

cobnuts ; on her wrists hung a fan whose handle was set

with sapphires ; and in her hair, such was the simplicity of

the maiden, was placed a white rose. Her head was not

built after the former manner, but was covered now with

natural curls, only kept in place by the art of the Jri&ew.

In a word, it was Molly herself, not an artificial Molly

;

Molly herself, just adorned with the feminine taste which

raised the Lady Anastasia above the blind laws of mere

fashion, who now entered the room. She proclaimed her-

self once more as the heiress with a more certain note and

with less ostentation.

' With her Ladyship ! With the Lady Anastasia I

1

they

whispered behind their fans. ' What next ? Are there no

ladies in the room but she must pick up this girl out of

the gutter ? But they did not say these things aloud ; on

the contrary, they pressed around her Ladyship, gazing

rudely and curiously upon the intruder.

' Ladies,' said Lady Anastasia, ' let me present my young

friend, Miss Molly, the heiress of Lynn. I entreat your

favour towards Miss Molly, who deserves all the favours

you can afford, being at once modest, as yet little ac-

quainted with the world of fashion, and endowed by

fortune with gifts which are indeed precious.
1

They began with awkwardness and some constraint to

express cold words of welcome ; but they could not conceal

their chagrin, and two or three of them withdrew from the

throng and abstained altogether after that evening from

the society of her Ladyship, and, as they were but plain

wives of country gentlemen, this abstention cost them
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many pangs. For my own part, now that I know more

about the opinions of gentlefolk, I confess that I think

they were right. If there is an impassable gulf, as they

pretend, between the gentleman and the mere citizen or

the clown, then they stood up for their principles and their

order. Why there should be this impassable gulf I know
not ; nor do I know who dug it out and set one class on

one side and one on the other; whereas it is most true

that there are many noble families whose ancestors were

either merchants or were enriched by marriages with the

daughters of merchants. Of such there are many witnesses.

If, on the other hand, a girl can be received and welcomed

among the Quality simply because she has a great fortune,

there can be no such gulf, and the passage from one class

to the other is a matter of worldly goods only. There are

also cases in which the sons of noble and gentle houses

have entered into the service of merchants, and have them-

selves either succeeded and made themselves rich, or have

sunk down to the levels of retail trade and of the crafts.

Another humiliation was in store for these ladies.

When Lord Fylingdale entered the Assembly he walked

across the room, saluted Lady Anastasia, and bowed low

to Molly, who blushed and was greatly confused at this

public honour.

'Miss Molly,1

he said, 'permit me to salute the town

of Lynn itself in your fair person. The town of Lynn is

our hostess ; you are the Queen of Lynn ; let me invite

your Majesty to open the ball with me.'

So saying, he took her hand and led her out to the

middle of the room, while the music struck up and the

company formed a ring.

As for me, you have seen that I made a promise. I

kept it in the spirit, but not in the letter. That is to say,

I went in my ordinary Sunday clothes, and stood at the
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door with the crowd and looked in at the gay scene.

Molly danced with his Lordship. My heart sank when I

saw the ease and dignity of his steps, and the corresponding-

grace of hers. There was neither sliding nor sprawling.

Then after the dance I saw her standing beside the Lady

Anastasia, her eyes sparkling, her cheek flushed, smiling

and laughing, while a whole troop of gentlemen surrounded

her with compliments. She seemed quite happy with them.

As for me, I felt that I was no longer of any use to her

;

she was flying far above me; my place was at the door

with those who had no right to enter. So I stole away

out of the Gardens and into the silent streets, while the

music followed me, seeming to laugh and to mock me as I

crept along with unwilling feet and sinking heart. ' Go
home ! Go home !' it said. ' Go home to your cabin and

your bunk ! This place is not for you. Go home to your

tarpaulin and your salt junk and your rum P

I did not obey immediately. I went to the Captain's.

Molly's mother was sitting there alone. Nigra was at the

Assembly to look after her mistress ; the Captain was there

also, looking on from a corner; Molly's mother was alone

in the parlour, her work in her hands, stitching by the

light of a single tallow candle ; and while she stitched her

lips moved.

She looked up. ' Jack,' she cried, ' where is Molly ?'

' She is enjoying herself with her new friends. I am no

longer wanted. So I came away.'

i My poor Jack !' She laid down her needlework and

looked at me. ' You cant make up your mind to lose

her. What do you think I feel about it, then ? Sure, a

mother feels more than a lover. If she goes, Jack, she

will never come back again. We shall lose her altogether.

She will never come back.' With this the tears rolled

down her cheek.
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' We ought not to grumble and to grutch,
1
she went on.

' Why, it is for her own good. The Captain has told us

all along that she was too great a catch for any of the

folk about here. There is never a day but he tells me
this, again and again. Not a man, he says, is worthy of

such a fortune ! Jack, when I think of the days when my
man and me were married ! He never wanted me to know
how rich he was. What did I want with the money ? I

wanted the man, not his fortune. The jewels and the

chains lay in the cupboard—the foolish glittering things !

He followed simple ways, and lived like his neighbours.

And as for Molly, I've brought her up as her poor father

would have had it ; there is no better housewife anywhere

than Molly ; no lighter hand with the crust ; no surer hand

with the home-brewed ; no safer hand with the poultry.

And all to be thrown away because she's got such a fortune

as would be wasted on an honest lad like you, Jack, or

some good gentleman from the countryside.'
1

' We can do nothing, mother—except to wish her happi-

ness/

' Nothing ; not even to find out the kind of man she is

to marry. The Captain is all for taking this Lord Fyling-

dale's advice. Why his Lordship should take to the

Captain I cannot understand. Sammy Semple was here

to-day— a worm, a wriggling worm—saying how soft and

virtuous his Lordship is. Well, Jack, I thought—if he

has no masterfulness in him he isn't any kind of man to

advise about a woman. Now, Molly's father had a fine

quick temper of his own, and Molly needs a master. Then
this Lady Anastasia, who seems kindly, offers to take her

to town, where she will learn cards and wickedness. But

I doubt, Jack— I doubt. My mind is full of trouble. It

is a dreadful thing to have a rich daughter.
1

' Would to God,1

I said, ' she had nothing.
1
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' For the men they will come around her ; and the women

they will hate her—and she will be too good for her own

folk, and too low for the folks above, and they will all

want her money, and they will all scorn her.''

' Nay,*
1

I said, ' she is too beautiful.
1

' Beauty ! Much women care about beauty ! I have

dreams at night, and I wake up terrified, and the dreams

remain with me still in the waste of the night like ghosts.

Oh, Jack, Jack, I am a miserable woman V

I left her. I rowed off to the ship and sought my
cabin.

After dancing with his Lordship, who then offered his

hand to a lady of the county, Molly stood up with the

young man called Tom Rising, who was by this time as

sober as could be expected after such a night. He, in the

hearing of everybody, loaded her with compliments of the

common kind, such as would suit a milkmaid, but were not

proper for a modest woman to hear. To these, however,

Molly returned no reply, and danced as if she heard them

not. She then rejoined Lady Anastasia, and, with her,

retired to the Card Room, whither many of the young men

followed her. She stood beside her Ladyship, and obliged

the young men by choosing cards for them, on which they

lost or won. Tom Rising followed her, and stood beside

her with flushed face and trembling hands. It was re-

marked afterwards that he seemed to assume the care of

her. He kept gazing upon Molly with fierce and ravenous

looks, like a wolf who hungers after his prey and lives to

wait for it. He played the while, however, and lost

during the evening, I believe, some hundreds of pounds ;

but, for reasons which you will presently hear, he never

paid that money.

When the country dances began Lord Fylingdale led

out Molly once more and placed her at the head. It was
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too much. Some of the ladies refused to dance at all.

Those who did were constrained and cold. But Molly was

triumphant. She was not an angel. One could not blame

her for resenting the flouts and scorn with which she had

been treated. Now, however, she was the first lady of the

company next to Lady Anastasia, because she had been

taken out both for the minuet and the country dance by

the first gentleman present.

I do not think that his Lordship paid her any compli-

ments. He danced as he moved and spoke, with a cold

dignity which stiffened his joints. Now, in a country

dance, Molly, for her part, danced all over, her feet and

her body moving together, her hands and arms dancing,

her eyes dancing, her hair dancing. They danced quite

down the lines until every couple had had their turn.

' Miss Molly,
1

said her partner, ' you dance with the

animation of a wood nymph, or, perhaps, a nymph of the

ocean. I would that the ladies of London possessed half

the vivacity of the Lady of Lynn.
1

He offered her the refreshment of wine or chocolate, but

she declined, saying that the Captain now would be

wishing her to go home, and that her chair would be

waiting.

So his Lordship led her to the door, where, indeed, her

chair was waiting, but no Captain, and, bowing low, he

handed her in and shut the door, and he returned to the

Assembly, and Molly's chair was immediately lifted up

and borne rapidly away, she sitting alone, thinking of the

evening and of her great triumph, suspecting no evil and

thinking of no danger. A minute later the Captain came

to the door. There he saw Molly's chairmen, waiting with

her chair. He looked about him. Where was Molly?

He returned to the Assembly. The girl was not there.

He looked into the Card Room. His Lordship was stand-



MOLLY'S SECOND APPEARANCE 225

ing at the table looking on. ' My Lord,
1

said the Captain,

in confusion, ' where is my ward T
1 Miss Molly ? Why, Captain, I put her into her chair

five minutes ago. She is gone.'

' Her chair P
1 The Captain turned pale. ' Her chair is

now at the door with her chairmen.
1

' What devilry is forward P
1

cried Lord Fylingdale.

' Come with me, Captain. Come with me I

1

15



CHAPTER XXII

THE ABDUCTION

The daring attempt to carry off' this heiress and to marry

her by force proved in the end the most effective instru-

ment in the success of Lord Fylingdale's schemes that

could possibly be desired or designed. So great is my
mistrust of the man that I have sometimes doubted

whether the whole affair was not contrived by him. I

dismiss the suspicion, however, not because it is in the

least degree unworthy of his character, but because it is

unworthy of the character of Tom Rising. To carry off a

girl is not thought dishonourable, especially as it can always

be made to appear that it was with the consent of the girl

herself. But to enter into a conspiracy for the furtherance

of another man's secret designs would be impossible for

Tom Rising. Besides, his subsequent conduct proves that

he was not in any way mixed up with the grand conspiracy

of which most of the conspirators knew nothing.

The chair into which Molly stepped without suspicion,

and without even looking for the Captain, who should

have walked beside her, stood, as I have said, before

the entrance of the Long Room. Outside the trees

were hung with coloured lamps ; the place was as bright

as in the sunshine of noon—one would think that nothing

could be done in such a place which would not be

observed. There is, however, one thing which is never
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observed ; it is the personal appearance of servants. No
one regards the boatman of the ferry ; or the driver of the

hackney coach ; or the postboy ; or the chairmen. The
chair, then, stood with its door open opposite to the

entrance of the Long Room. The chairmen stood retired,

a little in the shade, but not so far off as to need calling,

when Lord Fylingdale handed in the lady. This done, he

stood hat in hand, bowing.

The chairmen stepped up briskly, seized the poles, and

marched off with the quick step of those who have a light

burden to carry. No one observed the faces of the

chairmen, or, indeed, thought of looking at them ; no one

remarked the fact that Tom Rising walked out of the

Long Room directly afterwards and followed the chair.

Within, Molly sat unsuspecting, excited by the triumphs

of the evening. The chair passed through the Gardens

and the gates recently erected ; instead of turning to the

right, which would lead into Hogmans Lane, the chairmen

turned to the left, through the town gate, and so, turning

northwards, into the open fields. Yet Molly observed

nothing. I think she fell asleep ; when she came to

herself she looked out of the window. On the right and

on the left of her were open fields.

It was a clear evening. Towards the middle of May
there is no black darkness, but only a dimmer outline and

deeper shadows. Molly, who knew the country round

Lynn perfectly well, understood at once that she had been

carried outside the town ; that she was no longer on the

highroad but on one of the cross-tracks—one cannot call

them roads—which connect the villages, so that there was

very little chance of meeting any passengers or vehicles.

And by the stars she saw that they were carrying her in a

northerly direction.

She perceived, therefore, that some devilry was going

15—2
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on. Now, she was not a girl who would try to help herself

in such a deserted and lonely spot by shrieking ; nor did

she see that any good purpose would be served by calling

to the chairmen to let her out. She sat up, therefore,

her heart beating a little faster than usual, and considered

what she should do.

No one is ignorant that an heiress goes in continual

peril of abduction. To run away with an heiress ; to

persuade her; threaten her; cajole her; or terrify her

into marriage is a thing which has been attempted

hundreds of times, and has succeeded many times. Nay,

there are, I am told, women of cracked reputation and in

danger of arrest and the King's Bench for debt who will

visit places of resort in order to pass themselves off as

heiresses to great fortunes, hoping thereby to tempt some

gallant adventurer to carry them off, and so to take over

their debts instead of the fortunes they expected. And

there are stories in plenty of adventurers looking about

them for an heiress whom they may carry off at the risk

of a duello, which generally follows, at the hands of the

lady's friends.

Molly, therefore, though not a woman of fashion,

understood by this time her value, especially in the eyes

of the adventurer. And she also understood quite clearly

at this moment that she had been carried away without

the knowledge of her guardian, and that the intention of

the abductor was nothing more or less than a forced

marriage and the acquisition of her fortune. ' Jack,' she

told me afterwards, 'I confess that I did wish, just for a

little, that you might be coming along the road with a

trusty club. But then I remembered that I was no puny

thread-paper of a woman, but as strong as most men, and

I took courage. Weapon I had none, except a steel

bodkin stuck in my hair—a small thing, but it might
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serve if any man ventured too near. And I thought,

besides, that there would be a hue and cry, and that the

country round would be scoured in all directions. They

would most certainly grow tired of carrying me about in a

chair; they must stop somewhere and put me into some

place or other. I thought, also, that I could easily

manage to keep off one man, or perhaps two, and that it

would be very unlikely that more than one would attempt

to force me into marriage. Perhaps I might escape.

Perhaps I might barricade myself. Perhaps my bodkin

might help me to save myself. I would willingly stab a

man to the heart with it. Perhaps I might pick up

something—a griddle would be a weapon handy for

braining a man, or even a frying-pan would do. What-

ever happened, Jack, I was resolved that nothing, not even

fear of murder, should make me marry the man who had

carried me off.'

There are found scattered about the by-roads of the

country many small inns for the accommodation of persons

of the baser sort. Hither resort, on the way from one

village to another, the sturdy tramp, whose back is scored

by many a whipping at the hands of constable and head-

borough. What does he care P He hitches his shoulders

and goes his way, lifting from the hedge and helping

himself from the poultry-yard. Here you may find the

travelling tinker, who has a language of his own. Here

you will find the pedlar with his pack. He is part

trader, part receiver of stolen goods, part thief, part

carrier of messages and information between thieves. Here

also you will meet the footpad and the highwayman ; the

smuggler and the poacher, and the fugitive. If an honest

man should put up at one of these places he will meet

with strange companions in the kitchen, and with strange

bedfellows in the chamber. If they suspect that he has



230 THE LADY OF LYNN

money they will rob him ; if they think that he will give

evidence against them they will murder him. In a word,

such a wayside inn is the receptacle of all those who live by

robbery, by begging, by pretence, and lies and roguery.

It was before such a wayside inn that the chairmen

stopped. Molly knew it very well. It was at a place

called Riffley's Spring ; the inn is ' The Travellers Rest ';

it stood just two and a half miles from Lynn, and one

mile from the village of Wootton. It was a small house,

gloomy, and ill-lighted at the best ; there was a door in

the middle. The diamond panes of the windows were

mostly broken in their leaden frames ; the woodwork was

decaying; the projecting upper floor darkened the lower

rooms ; in the dim twilight, when the chair stopped, the

house looked a dark and noisome place, fit only for cut-

throats and murderers.

The poles were withdrawn and the door thrown open.

Molly, looking out, saw before her, hat in hand, her late

partner, the young fellow they called Tom Rising.

' Oh I

1

she cried. 'Is it possible? I thought I was in

the hands of some highwayman. Is this your doing, sir ?

I was told that you were a gentleman.
1

He bowed low, and began a little speech which he had

prepared in readiness

:

' Madam, you will confess that you are yourself alone to

blame. Fired with the sight of so much loveliness, what

wonder if I aspired to possess myself of these charms

!

Sure a Laplander himself would be warmed, even in his

frozen region.
1

' Sir, what nonsense is this ? What do you mean P
1

' I mean, madam, that your lovely face and figure are

sufficient excuse, not only in the eyes of the world, but in

your own eyes, for an action such as this. The violence of

the passion which '



THE ABDUCTION 231

' Sir, will you order your fellows to take me back 'f

' No, madam, I will not.
1

'Then, sir, will you tell me what you propose to do?'

' I intend to marry you.
1

' Against my consent T
' I have you in my power. I shall ask your consent.

If you grant it we shall enter upon manned life as a pair

of lovers should. If you refuse—I shall be the master,

but you will be the wife.
1

Molly laughed. 'You think that I am afraid? Very

well, sir. If you persist you shall have a lesson in love-

making that will last your lifetime.'
1

' Everything is fair in love. Come, madam, you will

please to get out of the chair.
1

* What a villain is this !" said Molly. ' He is in love with

my fortune and he pretends it is my person. He thinks

to steal my fortune when he runs away with me. You

are a highwayman, Mr. Rising; a common thief and a

common robber. You shall be hanged outside Norwich

Gaol.
1

Tom Rising swore a great oath, calling, in his blas-

phemous way, upon the Lord to inflict dire pains and

penalties upon him if he should resign the lovely object of

his affection now in his possession. You have heard that

he had the reputation of a reckless daredevil who stuck

at nothing, was daunted by nothing, and was like a bull-

dog for his tenacity.

' Understand, madam,1

he concluded this declaration, ' I

am resolved to marry you. Resolved. Bear that in

mind.
1

'And I, sir, am resolved that I will not marry you.

Resolved. Bear that in mind.
1

'Never yet did I resolve upon anything but I had it.

No ; never yet.
1
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' Mr. Rising, you think you have me in your power.

You shall see. Once more I ask you, as a gentleman, to

send me back. Remember I have many friends. The

whole town, high and low, will be presently out after me,

scouring the country.''

' In an hour you will be at Wootton. The parson hath

promised to await us there. You will be my wife in one

short hour's time.
1

' You waste words, sir.'

* You will have to alight, madam. The post-chaise is

here to carry us to Wootton, where the parson waits to

marry us. In an hour, I say, you shall be my wife.''

Molly looked out of the other window. The post-chaise

was there with its pair of horses, and the postboy waiting

at the horses' heads. She would have to make her stand

at once, therefore. To get into the post-chaise with that

man would be dangerous, even though she was as strong

as himself, and in better condition since she was not a

drinker of wine.

' I looked round at the house,
1

she told me afterwards.

' I thought that if I could get into the house I might gain

some time—perhaps I could bar the door—perhaps I

could find that griddle or the frying-pan of which I spoke.

Or if it came to using the bodkin, there would be more

room for my arm in a house than in a chair or a chaise.

So I had one more parley, in order to gain time, and then

slipped out.
1

' Sir,
1

she said, ' I give you one more chance of retaining

the name and reputation of gentleman. Carry me back,

or else await the vengeance of my friends. I warn you

solemnly that murder will be done before I many you.

Understand, sir, murder of you, or your confederates, or

myself.
1

She spoke with so much calmness and with so much



THE ABDUCTION 233

resolution that she aroused all his native obstinacy.

Besides, it was now too late. The news of the abduction

would be all over Lynn—he must carry the thing through.

He swore another loud and blasphemous oath. Heavens !

how he was punished ! How swiftly and speedily !

Molly stepped out of the chair. Tom Rising, his hat

in hand, again bowed low. ' Madam,1

he said, ' you are

well advised. Pray let me hand you into the chaise.
1

She made no reply, but, rushing past him, darted into

the house. She stumbled down one step and found

herself in a room where the twilight outside could not

penetrate. It was quite dark. She closed the door

behind her and bolted it, finding a bolt in the usual

place.

Then she waited a moment, thinking what she could do

next. A rustling and a footstep showed that she was not

alone.

' Who is there P
1

she cried. ' Is there no light P
1

She heard the striking of flint and steel ; she saw the

spl uttering yellow light of a match, and by its flickering

she discerned an old woman trying to light a candle—

a

rushlight in a tin frame, with holes at the sides.

Molly looked quietly round the room. A knife lay on

the table. She took it up. It was one of the rough clasp

knives, used by rustics when they eat their dinners under

the hedge. She stepped forward and took the light from

the old woman's hand.

' Quick I

1

she said, ' who is in the house P
1

'No one, except myself. He said the house was to be

kept clear to-night.
1

' Can they get in P
1

'They can kick the house down if they like, it's so old

and crazy.
1

' Is there an upper room P
1
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The old woman pointed to the far corner. Molly now
perceived that the place was the kitchen, the tap-room,

the sitting-room, and all. A table was in the middle; a

settle was standing beside the fireplace ; there was a

bench or two ; mugs and cups of wood, pewter and

common ware stood on the mantelshelf; a side of bacon

hung in the chimney. In the corner, to which the old

woman pointed, was a ladder. Molly ran across the room.

At the top of the ladder there was a square opening large

enough for her passage. She went up, and found herself,

by the dim rushlight, in an upper chamber, the floor of

which was covered with flock beds laid on the boards.

There was one small frame of glass in the roof, which was

not made to open. The place reeked with foul air, worse

than the orlop deck or the hold after a voyage.

Down below she heard her captor kicking at the door.

Apparently, the old woman drew back the bolt, for he

came in noisily, swearing horribly. Apparently, the old

woman pointed to the ladder, or perhaps the glimmer

from the room above guided him. He came to the ladder

and tried persuasion.

' Molly, my dear,
1

he cried, ' come down, come down.

I won't harm you. Upon my honour I will not. I want

only to put you into the chaise and carry you off to be

married. Molly, you are the loveliest girl in the county.

Molly, I say, there is nobody can hold a candle to you.

Molly, I will make you as happy as the day is long.

Molly, I love you ten times as well as that proud lord.

He will not marry you. There isn't a man in all the

company I will not fight for your sake. Don't think I

will let any other man have you. Damn it, Molly, why
don't you answer ?'

For now she kept silence. The more he parleyed, the

more time she gained. But she found one or two loose



THE ABDUCTION 235

boards that had been used for laying in trestles for the

support of the flock beds. She laid them across the trap-

door, but there was nothing to keep them down.

Then Tom Rising began to swear at the old woman.
* You fool ! You blundering, silly, jenny ass of a fool

!

What the devil did you give her the candle for P
1

' I didn't give it. She took it.
1

' Go, get another candle, then.
-1

' There are no more candles, master,
1

said the old woman

in her feeble voice. ' She's got the only one.
1

' Molly, if you won't come down I shall force my way up.
1

Still she kept silence.

He took two steps up the ladder and lifted the boards,

showing the fingers of his left hand. Molly applied her

knife, gently but dexterously; but it touched the bone,

and taught him what to expect. He drew back with

a cry of rage.

'Come down,
1

he said, i or it will be worse for you.

Come down, I say.
1

He had not reckoned on a knife and on the girl's

courage in using it.

' Molly,
1

he said again, more softly, ' come down.'

Still she maintained silence.

* You have no food up there,
1

he went on. ' Your

window is only a light in the roof looking away from the

road. No one from Lynn will come this way. If they do

they will see nothing. You had better come down.

Molly, I shall wait here for a month. I shall starve you

out. Do you hear ? By the Lord, I will set fire to the

thatch and burn you out. By the Lord, you shall come

down.
1

So he raved and raged. Meantime the two chairmen,

who were his own servants, stood, pole in hand, one in

front of the house and one behind, to prevent an escape.
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But this was impossible, because the room, as you have

heard, had no other window than a small square opening

in the roof, in which was fitted a piece of coarse, common

glass.

' Jack,"
1

she told me, ' when he talked of setting fire to

the thatch I confess I trembled, because, you see, my knife

would not help me there. And, indeed, I think he would

have done it, because he was like one that has gone mad

with rage. He was like a mad bull. He stormed, he

raged, he cursed and swore ; he called me all the names

you ever heard of—such names as the sailors call their

sweethearts when they are in a rage with them—and then

he called me all the endearing names, such as loveliest of

my sex, fairest nymph, tender beauty. What a man I

1

Meantime she made no answer whatever, and the dark-

ness and the silence and the obstinacy of the girl were

driving the unfortunate lover to a kind of madness, and

I know not what would have happened.

'Molly,
1

he said, 'willy nilly, down you come. I shall

tear down the thatch. I would burn you out, but I would

not spoil your beauty. I shall tear down the thatch, and

my men shall carry you down."
1

Then Molly made answer.

' I have a knife in my possession. Do not think that I

am afraid to use it. The first man who lays hands on me

I will kill—whether it is you or your servants."

' That we shall see. Look ye, Molly, you are only a

merchant's daughter, and I am a gentleman. Do you

think I value that compared with marrying you ? Not

one whit. When we are married I will buy more land ;

I will be the greatest landowner of the whole county. Sir

Robert will make me Sheriff. I will go into Parliament,

Molly ; he will make me a peer. Come down, I say.'

But she spoke no more.
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Then he lost control of himself, and for a while stamped

and swore, threatened and cursed.

' You will have it, then ? Here, John, go and look for

a ladder. There's always a ladder in the back-yard. Put

it up against the thatch. Tear it down. Make a hole

in the roof. Tear off the whole roof.
-
'

The man propped his chair-pole against the door, and

went round to look for the ladder and to obey orders.

' So,"
1

Molly told me, ' I was besieged. Mr. Rising was

below, but I had my knife, and he was afraid to venture up

the steps. I heard the men clumping about outside. I

heard them plant the ladder and climb up. Now, a

countryman who understands a thatch is able to tear

it off very quickly, either to make or mend a hole, or

to tear down the roof altogether. And I feared that I

must use my knife seriously. Was ever woman more

barbarously abused? Well—I waited. By the quick

tearing away of the straw I saw that the fellow on the

ladder knew how to thatch a rick or a cottage. In a few.

minutes there would be a hole big enough for half a dozen

men to enter. Jack'—her cheek flushed and her eye

brightened—' God forgive me ! But I made up my mind

the moment that man stepped within the room to plunge

my knife into his heart."

If a woman's honour is dearer than her life, then surely

it is more precious than a dozen lives of those who would

rob her of that treasure.

However, this last act of defence was not necessary.

1 Master,
1

cried the postboy, who was waiting with the

chaise. ' Master, here be men on horseback galloping. I

doubt they are coming after the lady.'

Tom Rising stepped to the door and looked down the

road. The day was already beginning to break. He saw

in the dim light a company of horsemen galloping along
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the load ; it was a bad road, and there had been rain, so

that the horses went heavily. They were very near ; in a

few moments they would be upon him. He looked at the

chaise. He made one more effort.

' Molly,
1

he said, ' come down quick. There is just time.

Let us have no more fooling."
1

Again she made no reply. Knife in hand, with crimson

cheek and set lips, she watched the hole in the thatch and

the man tearing it away.

Tom Rising swore again, most blasphemously. Then,

seeing that the game was lost, he loosened his sword in its

scabbard and stepped into the middle of the road.



CHAPTER XXIII

WHICH WAY TO FOLLOW ?

I must admit that in the conduct of this affair Lord Fyling-

dale showed both coolness and resolution.

The news that the heiress of Lynn had been abducted

spread immediately through the rooms ; the whole company

nocked to the doors, where Lord Fylingdale stood, calm

and without passion, while beside him the old Captain

stamped and cursed the villains unknown.

He called Molly's chairmen. What had those fellows

seen ? They said that they were waiting by order ; that

another chair stood before them at the door, the bearers of

which were strangers to them, a fact which at this crowded

season occurred constantly ; that a gentleman whose name

they knew not, but whom they had seen in the streets and

at the Assembly, mostly drunk, had come out hastily and

spoken to these chairmen ; that his Lordship himself had

handed the lady into the chair and closed the doors, to

their astonishment, because they were themselves waiting

for the lady ; and that the chair was carried off' instantly,

leaving them in bewilderment, not knowing what to do.

He asked them, next, for a closer description of the

gentleman. He was young, it appeared ; he was red in the

face ; he looked masterful ; he cursed the chairmen in a

very free and noble manner ; one of the chairmen gave him
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his sword to wear, which is not permitted in the Assembly ;

he was swearing all the time as if in great wrath.

* My Lord,
1

a gentleman interrupted, ' the description

fits Tom Rising.
1

' Has Mr. Rising been seen in the Assembly this

evening P
1

' He was not only here, but he danced with the lady.
1

' Is he here now ? Let someone look for Mr. Rising.
1

There was no need to look for him, because the rooms

—

even the Card Room—were now empty, all the people

being crowded about the doors.

' Where does he lodge ? Let someone go to his

lodgings.
1

' With submission, my Lord,
1

said another. ' It is not

at his lodgings that he will be found. After the Assembly,

he goes to the " Rose Tavern,
11

where he drinks all

night.
1

' Let someone go to the " Rose Tavern,
11

then, and

quickly. Captain Crowle, we will go to the " Crown 11
while

inquiries are made. Gentlemen, there is great suspicion

that an abominable crime hath been committed, and that

this young lady hath been forcibly carried away for the

sake of her fortune. I take blame to myself for not

making sure that I was placing her in her own chair.

This is my business. But I ask your help for the honour

of the Spa and the company. 1

A dozen gentlemen stepped forward and offered their

help and their swords, if necessary.

Among them was Colonel Lanyon.
4 Come, then. Let us adjourn to the " Crown " and make

inquiries. Be of good cheer, Captain. We will find out

which way they took. If they have nothing but the chair

to carry her away, we can easily catch them up.
1

' I know my girl,
1
said the Captain. ' It is not one man
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who can daunt her, nor will a dozen men force her to

marry against her will. If they try there will be murder.''

' If we cannot find the way they took, we must scour the

country.'
1

At the gate of the Gardens they learned that the keeper

had seen the chair go out, and observed that it was closely

followed by a gentleman whom he could only describe by

his height, which was taller than the average. Now, Tom

Rising was six feet at least.

At the ' Crown," in Lord Fylingdale's room, they held

a brief consultation, after which the gentlemen who had

volunteered their help went out into the town to make

inquiries.

In a few minutes they began to return. It was ascer-

tained that Tom Rising was not at his lodging ; nor was

he at the ' Rose Tavern '; nor could he be found at any of

the taverns used by gentlemen; this strengthened the

suspicion against him.

Then one remembered the strange words of the Tuesday

night, in which Tom Rising had promised his friends that

he would, before the week was done, be the richest man in

the county—rich enough to play with them until he had

stripped every man as bare as Adam.

Those words were taken as mere drunken ravings. But

now they seemed to have a meaning. Where was Tom
Rising ?

Another discovery was that of the two men belonging

to the chair in which Molly was carried off. They were

found in one of the low taverns by the riverside, drinking.

One of them was already too far gone to speak. The

other, with a stronger head, was able to give information,

which he was quite ready to do. A gentleman, he said,

had engaged the chair, and had given them a guinea to

drink if they would suffer him to find his own chairmen.

16
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His description of the gentleman corresponded with that

already furnished. He spoke of a tall gentleman with a

flushed face and rough manner of speech. He knew

nothing more, except that two men, strangers to himself,

had taken the chair and carried it off.

' Gentlemen,"
1

said his Lordship, ' there can be, I fear, no

doubt the abduction of Miss Molly has been designed and

attempted by Mr. Rising. Fortunately, he cannot have

gone very far. It remains for us to find the road which he

has taken.
1

They fell to considering the various roads which lead out

of the town. There is the highroad to Ely, Cambridge,

and London ; but to carry a chair with an unwilling lady

in it on the highroad, frequented by night as well as by

day with travellers of all kinds and strings of pack-horses,

would be ridiculous. There was the road which led to the

villages on the east side of the Wash ; there was also the

road to SwafFham and Norwich ; another was the road to

Hunstanton.

' I am of opinion,
1

said one of the gentlemen, ' that he

has fixed on some lonely place not far from Lynn, where

he could make her a prisoner until she complies with his

purpose and consents to marrying him.
1

Captain Crowle shook his head.

' She would never consent,
1

he repeated. ' My girl is

almost as strong as any man, and quite as resolute. There

will be murder if this villain attempts violence.
1

Just then the landlady of the ' Crown 1

threw open the

door and burst in. ' Oh, gentlemen, gentlemen I

1

she cried,

' I have found out where they are gone. Ride after them.

Ride after them quick, before worse mischief is done. I

have ordered all the horses in the stables to be saddled.

There are eight. Quick ! gentlemen, for the love of the

Lord, ride after them.
1



WHICH WAY TO FOLLOW? 243

* Quick ! quick !' said his Lordship.

' Where are thev ? Where are they ?'

The Captain sprang up.

1 They are on their way. They cannot be there yet."
1

1 But where ? Where T

' Mr. Rising ordered a post-chaise to wait for him at ten

o'clock.''

' He left the Gardens,
1

said his Lordship, ' about that

time. Go on.'

' He ordered it at the " Duke's Head." The postboy

told the ostler his orders. He was to wait for Mr. Rising

at " The Traveller's Rest,"" at Riffley's Spring, on the way

to Wootton.'
1 " The Traveller's Rest " ? What kind of place is that ?'

' It is a bad place, my Lord—a villainous place—on a

lonely road up and down which there is little travelling.

It is a resort of pedlars, tinkers, and the like—gipsies,

vagabonds, footpads, and rogues. It is no place for a

young lady.'

' It is not, indeed,' said one of the gentlemen.

' Gentlemen,' the landlady repeated, ' ride after him !

Ride after them ! Oh ! the sweet Miss Molly !'

' Are the horses ready ?'

' They will be ready in a minute.'

' Gentlemen, there are, you hear, eight horses. Captain

Crowlewill take one. I will take another. The remaining

six are at your disposal. I shall feel honoured if you will

accompany me ; but on one condition, if you will allow me

to make a condition. The man will fight, I suppose ?'

1 Tom Rising,' one of them replied, ' would fight the

devil.'

' One could desire nothing better. The condition is that

when we overtake Mr. Rising you will leave him to me.

That is understood T

16—2
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' My Lord, we cannot, by your leave, allow your valuable

life to be at the hazard of a duel with a man both desperate

and reckless.
1

' I shall take care of myself, I assure you. Meantime, if

I fall, I name Colonel Lanyon to succeed me, and after him,

should he, too, unhappily fall, you will yourselves name

his successor. Gentlemen, we must rescue the lady and we

must punish the abductor. I hear the horses. Come.'



CHAPTER XXIV

THE PUNISHMENT

The postboy, foreseeing events which might require a

clear stage, warily drew his chaise off' the road, which here

widened into a small area trodden flat by many feet, into

the grassy field at the side, and stood at his horses
1

heads

in readiness.

The men on the ladder, who were pulling away at the

thatch with zeal, stopped their work. ' What's that,

George T asked one. ' Seems like horses. They're coming

after the young lady, likely \ so he slid down the ladder,

followed by the other, and they ran round to the front,

seizing their poles in case of need. At elections, and on

the occasion of a street tight, the chairman's pole has often

proved a very efficient weapon. Handled with dexterity

it is like a quarter- staff", but heavier, and will not only

stun a man, but will brain him, or break arm, leg, or ribs

for him.

'For my part,
1 Molly told me, 'I saw them suddenly

desist from their work, though in a few minutes the hole

in the thatch would have been large enough to admit of a

man's passing through. I was waiting within, knife in

hand. Do you think I would have suffered one of those

fellows to lay hand upon me? Well, in the midst of their

work they stopped, they listened, and they stepped down

the ladder. What did this mean ? There was no window
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to the loft except a single frame with half a dozen small

diamond-shaped panes too high up to serve any purpose

except to admit a little light. I put my head through the

hole in the thatch. And I heard—imagine my joy—the

clatter of horses and the voices of the horsemen. And
then I knew, and was quite certain, that my rescue had

arrived. " Jack," I said to myself, " has found out the way

taken by this villain, and is riding after him.
1''''

Alas ! I, who should have been riding in the front of all,

was at that moment unconsciously sleeping in my bunk

aboard the Lady of' Lynn.
' I thought that at such a moment Mr. Rising would be

wholly occupied with defending himself. I therefore with-

drew the boards from the top of the stair and looked

down. No one was in the room below, that I could see.

I cautiously descended. In the corner of the settle by the

fireplace there was the old woman of the house.

' " They are coming after you, Missy," she said. " I knew

how it would end. I warned him. I told him that every-

thing was against it. I read his luck by the cards and by

the magpies, and by the swallows. Everything was against

it. They are coming. Hark ! They are very close now,

and thev will kill him !"

' I ran to the open door. Mr. Rising was in the middle

of the road without, his sword in his hand ; behind him

stood his chairmen. He was not going to give me up

without a fight. The postboy had drawn the chaise into

the field, and the sedan-chair was standing beside it. And
down the road, only a little way off, I saw, in the growing-

light of daybreak, Lord Fylingdale leading, the Captain

beside him, and half a dozen gentlemen following, all on

horseback.
1

'There she is! There is Molly!
1

cried the Captain.

' What cheer, lass ? What cheer T
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Lord Fylingdale held up his hand. The whole party

drew rein and halted. Then their leader dismounted.

They were now about twenty yards from the men. He threw

his reins to the nearest of the little troop. ' Gentlemen,
1

he said, ' we must proceed with this business without hurry

or bluster, or threats. Mr. Rising will, perhaps, threaten

and bluster. We are here to rescue a lady and to punish

a villain. Let both be done without the appearance of

wrath or revenge. Captain Crowle, do not dismount, I

entreat you, until the conclusion of the next act. Miss

Molly is, as you see, apparently safe and unhurt."' They

obeyed.

'I shall now measure swords with the young gentleman

who thinks that he can carry off heiresses with impunity.

I would advise you to advance a little closer to the house.

He must understand that punishment awaits him, if not

from me, then from some other of this company.
1

' Look at Tom,1
said one of them. ' His blood is up.

He is now all for fighting. He means mischief, if ever he

has meant mischief. I remember at Swaffham when he

fought the young squire of Headingley. That was about

a girl, too. A mere worthless drab of a tavern servant.

Tom broke down the man's guard and ran him through in

half a minute. I wish we were well out of this job.
1

Tom stood in the road, his sword in his hand, his hat

lying on the ground before him. If flaming cheeks and

eyes as fiery as those of a bull brought to bay mean

mischief, then Tom's intention was murderous.
4 To thwart Tom in anything,

1

the gentleman went on,

' is dangerous ; but to take away his girl—and such a girl

—to rob him of that great fortune just at the moment of

success—would madden the mildest of men. He looks like

a madman. Should one warn his Lordship ? And he has

got two chairmen with their poles in readiness. We
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should ride down upon them before they can do any

mischief."' So they whispered.

Said Captain Crowle: 'Kill him, my Lord—kill the

villain. Kill him.'

' Let me warn your Lordship,
1

said the gentleman who

had last spoken, ' his method will be a fierce attack ; he

will try to break down your guard.'

' 1 know that method,"
1 Lord Fylingdale replied coldly.

Then he stepped forward and took off his hat. ' Mr. Rising,""

he said, ' this affair might very well be settled by two or

three sailors or common porters. We are willing, however,

to treat you as a gentleman, which, sir, you no longer

deserve.
1

' Go on, go on,
1
said Tom. ' Twill be all the same in

five minutes."
1

' I am therefore going to do you the honour of fighting

you.
1

' I shall show you how I appreciate that honour. Stop

talking, man, and begin."
1

' I must, however, warn you that if you are to fight as a

gentleman you must try to behave as one, for this occasion

only. Should you attempt any kind of treachery, my

friends will interfere. In that case you will certainly not

leave the field alive.
1

' What do you want, then P
1

' You must send away those two hulking fellows behind

you. I am willing to fight you with swords, but I am not

going to fight your lackeys with clubs.
1

Tom turned round. 'Here, you fellows, get off. Go

and stand beside the chair. Whatever happens, don't

interfere. Well, my Lord, the sooner this comes off, the

better.
1

He laid down his sword and took oft' coat and waistcoat,

turning up the sleeve of his right arm. Then he turned to
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Molly and saluted her. ' Mistress Molly,' he said, with a

grin, 'you are going to have a very fine sight. Perhaps,

when it is over, you will be sorry for your shilly-shally

stand off—no, I won't say it. You're not worth carrying

off. If Pd known ! Now, my Lord.
-
'

Lord Fylingdale had also removed his coat and waistcoat,

and now stood in his shirt, with the sleeves rolled up,

hatless.

Just at that moment the sun rose swiftly, as is his

manner in this flat country. It was as if the sky had

leaped into light in order to give these swordsmen a clearer

view of each other. They were a strange contrast. Molly's

champion, erect, pale, and calm ; his adversary bent, as if

with passion, grasping his sword with eager hand.

' He means mischief,
1

repeated the gentleman of the

troop who had spoken before. ' I would this business was

ended. I wonder if the noble lord can fight. He does

not look afraid, anyhow.
1

' He looks as if he could feel neither fear nor anger, nor

love, nor any passion at all. He is an iceberg. Ha ! they

are beginning.
1

They faced each other.

The swords crossed. ' Look to yourself,
1

said Tom. ' I

will split you like a pigeon.
1

He stamped and lunged. The thrust was panned, easily

and lightly. Tom lunged again ; and again, with a slight

turn of the wrist, the thrust was parried. But as yet

Lord Fylingdale seemed to stand on the defensive.

' He knows how to fence,
1

they whispered. ' See ! he

means to tire his adversary. He parries everything. Tom
thrusts like a madman. Why, he exposes himself at

every lunge. See ! he has lost his head. One would

think he was fighting with an automaton who could only

parry.
1
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At the door stood the object and cause of the en-

counter, the girl, namely, who had brought all this trouble

upon Tom Rising's head. She stood motionless, hardly

breathing, watching the duel, as they say the Roman
women used to watch the fight of the gladiators in the

amphitheatre, and as I have seen the Spanish women
watch the men who fight the bull in their circus. I

believe that women, in spite of their tender hearts, are

carried away out of themselves by the sight of mere

fighting. It is a spectacle which they cannot choose but

gaze upon ; it shows the true nature of man as opposed to

that of woman. He stands up and risks his life, trusting

sometimes to his skill, as in a duel with swords, and some-

times to chance, as on a battlefield where the bullets are

flying. Molly, therefore, watched the fight with gleaming

eyes and parted lips. She was almost ready to forgive the

man who had attempted this injury for the sake of his

courage, and she could not sufficiently admire his adversary

for the cold and impassive way in which he met every

furious attack, just with a simple turn of the wrist, as it

seemed to her.

Tom was a strong and lusty fellow, and he could fight

after his fashion, which was with thrust upon thrust, fast

and furious, reckless of himself, so that he could engage

his adversary wholly in defence until he found a moment

of weakness.

He had fought many times, and hitherto without a

scratch or a wound, the fight always ending with his

adversary lying prostrate before him. On this occasion,

however, he found that every thrust was parried ; that his

adversary yielded not so much as an inch of ground, and

that he had to do with a wrist of iron and the eye of a

hawk.

' I hope,
1

Molly told me later, ' that I desired not the
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death of the young man. But I did desire his defeat. It

was splendid to see him stamping on the ground and

attacking like lightning. But it was more splendid to see

his adversary immovable. He stood like a rock ; he

showed neither passion nor excitement. He parried every

thrust with just a turn of his wrist.'
1

The gentlemen on horseback closed in and looked on,

holding their breath. There was no longer any fear on

account of their champion. For the first time in their

lives they saw as fine a master of fence as ever came out of

the schools of Paris. Meantime, the other man was as one

maddened. He drew back ; he roared like a bull ; he

rushed upon his enemy ; he panted and gasped ; but he

continued the fight undaunted.

Suddenly his sword flew out of his hand, and fell in the

field beside the chaise.

' Pick up your master's sword,
1 Lord Fylingdale ordered

the chairmen.

The spectators looked to see Tom run through on the

spot. On the contrary, Lord Fylingdale. remained in his

attitude of defence ; he was playing with his enemy.

'Take your sword,
1

he said. 'You are at my mercy.

But take vour sword, man ; we have only just begun.
1

Tom received his sword, and wiped off the mud upon

his shirt. Then he renewed the attack ; but it was with

less confidence. That one should refuse to finish the duel

when he had disarmed his adversary was a thing beyond

his experience.

' Tom is dashed,
1

said one of the company. ' It is all

over with Tom. 1

It was. After a few lunges, parried with the same

quiet skill and calmness of manner, Tom's sword once more

flew out of his hand. Then the duel was over, for Lord

Fylingdale made one thrust and his sword passed clean
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through the right arm at the shoulder, passing out at the

other side.

Tom reeled ; one of his chairmen ran to his help, and

he fell upon the ground, fainting in a small pool of blood.

Lord Fylingdale paid no attention to him. He wiped

his sword on the grass, replaced it in the scabbard, and

put on his coat and waistcoat. This done, he advanced to

Molly.

' Madam,1

he said, ' we are fortunate, indeed, in being

able to effect a rescue. This is not a place for a lady, nor

is this a sight that one would willingly offer you. I trust

that no violence has been used.''

' I thank your Lordship. It was a horrid sight. Oh !

do not let the poor man die. He is a villain, but he has

failed. Be merciful.'
1

Then the Captain came running up. ' Molly V he cried,

with the tears running down his face, ' Molly ! We are

not too late ? They haven't married you ? The villain is

paid. He is paid, I take it. He hasn't married you yet ?

By the Lord, if he has I will brain him with my cudgel, so

you shall be a widow as soon as a wife."'

'Captain, can you ask me? The man had a chaise

waiting here, and would have forced me into it ; but I ran

into the house, and so to the upper floor, whither he could

not follow. He set his men to pull off the thatch. What
he would have done next I know not. But I could defend

myself.''

' What is that in your hand, Molly T

It was the knife, which she still held in readiness. She

threw it away. ' I shall not need it now,
1
she said. ' What

do you think I should have done with it
'?

' Molly, I know what you would have done. I said that

there was no man in England who could marry you against

your will. It was his heart and not his shoulder that
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would have received the knife. My dear, I knew my
Molly. I knew my girl.'

Then the other gentlemen crowded round, offering their

congratulations, no one taking the least notice of the

unlucky Tom, who still lay pale and bleeding on the

ground.

It was Lord Fylingdale who came to his assistance.

' Here, fellows,'' he ordered the chairmen, ' take up your

master and put him in the chaise—so. And as for you,"
1

he addressed the postboy, 'here is a guinea. Drive as

fast as you can back to Lynn. Put him to bed in his

lodgings and send for a surgeon or a wise woman, or some-

one to look after the wound. 1

* Will he die T asked one of the bystanders.

' I should think it not unlikely. His wound is dangerous,

and if I know anything about a man from his appearance

I should say that he would be inclined to fever. But we

are not concerned with his fate. Whether he dies or lives,

he has attempted a villainous act, and has met with a

fitting punishment."

The carriage, with the wounded man in it, went rattling

along the road, the jerks and bumps among the ruts being

enough to keep the wound open and the blood flowing.

Then Lord Fylingdale called the chairmen. ' Who are

you T he asked. ' Do you belong to the town of Lynn T

They looked at each other. Then one said, ' No ; we

be from SwafFham. Squire Rising sent for us to do his

job.
1

' Put in your poles. You must now carry the lady

back.—We have done our work,
1 added his Lordship. ' It

remains for us to escort Miss Molly home again. Madam,

you can leave this foul den with the consciousness that

you are avenged.
1

' Indeed, I want no revenge.
1
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'Justice has been done. Justice is not revenge. You
can now, madam, go back in the chair in which you were

brought here. The villain who made the attempt is

already on his way back. Since you desire mercy rather

than revenge, we must hope that his wound is not fatal.
1

So Molly re-entered the chair. Thus she was brought

home in triumph. The Captain rode on one side ; her

champion on the other ; before and behind her rode her

mounted escort. If she had been a queen they could not

have shown her greater deference and respect.



CHAPTER XXV

A GRATEFUL MIND

The news of the abduction, you may be sure, formed, next

day, the only topic of talk in the Pump Room and the

Gardens. There were many rumours and reports. Mr.

Rising was allowed to be a villain of the deepest dye.

He was also allowed to be a gentleman of the greatest

courage and resolution. The duel was described with

such embroideries and additions as the feminine imagina-

tion could invent. Lord Fylingdale was desperately

wounded ; no, only slightly wounded ; no, he was not

touched. Mr. Rising was brought home dead, in a pool

of blood ; no, he was wounded and not expected to live

;

and so on. He lay, indeed, at his lodgings in a fever,

which held him for some days ; but being young and

strong, and in good health, except that his habit of

drinking had inflamed his blood, he recovered, and, as

you shall presently learn, escaped from certain toils and

snares that had been laid with skill, and were promising

success.

I am sorry to say that the opinion of the ladies

remained adverse to Molly. It was universally acknow-

ledged that she was a forward minx ; that she ought to

have known her place ; that, had she not given encourage-

ment, Mr. Rising could never have attempted his rash

adventure. ' She wants to marry a gentleman. Naturally ;
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she thinks that money will buy anything. What is the

good of having all these fine things—if, indeed, they are

hers—if she is to marry in her own class, a quill-driver, a

shopkeeper, a tarpaulin? As everybody knows, Mr.

Rising is a gentleman of good family and good estate

;

could she look higher? She ought to feel honoured at

being carried away by a gentleman. As for any rumour

connecting her with Lord Fylingdale, one would be sorry

for the poor wench if that was true, because nothing

could be more impossible. Yet the ambition of a girl

ignorant of the world may soar to heights incredible, like

the soap-bubble, only to burst, or the sky-rocket, only to

fall ignobly to the ground. It is not likely that his Lord-

ship, said to be so fastidious, would bestow a serious

thought upon the girl, save as representing the town of

Lynn.
1 And so on . . . with whispers from one to the

other at morning prayers, and louder talk in the Pump

Room, and at the confectioner's and in the Gardens.

Meantime, the Captain made haste to wait upon his

Lordship, in order to thank him more formally than in

the turmoil and agitation of the evening had been

possible.

'Captain Crowle,
1

said his Lordship, 'there needs no

thanks. The honour of the Spa— of the company—was

at stake. Could we look on unmoved when such a crime

was committed under our very eyes ? Sir, there were with

me, as you saw, half a dozen gallant gentlemen, all pledged

to take my place should I fall. Their swords were as

much at the service of insulted virtue as my own.
1

' You fought a desperate man, my Lord. Had you lost

hand or eye for a moment, you would now be dead.
1

' Captain, I do not lose my eye nor my hand. Neverthe-

less, to die for the honour of such a woman as Miss Molly

should be happiness enough for any man.
1
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Said I not that the abduction was the very best thing

that could possibly happen to Lord Fylingdale ? Whether

he understood the Captain's ambitions as regards himself,

or not, I cannot say. We know, however, that the old

man aimed at nothing short of a great alliance for his

ward, a dream that was justified by the noble fortune

which would go with her.

Lord Fylingdale knew, besides, that he himself had

made a most favourable impression upon this simple sailor,

who believed everything that he was told. And now, by

the rescue of the girl, he had not only raised himself still

higher in the estimation of the Captain, but he stood

before Molly as a hero and a fearless avenger of insult

and violence. Nothing could have been more fortu-

nate.

' Sir,
1

he added, ' if you will carry me to Miss Molly

herself, I would offer her my congratulations on the happy

ending of her adventure. She is perhaps overcome by the

terrors of the night.
-1

'Molly felt no terrors. She had a knife in her hand

which might have proved more formidable to the young

man than your Lordship's sword. But if you will honour

my humble house, both Molly and I shall be still more

grateful.''

Molly was in the kitchen making a beefsteak pie, with

her sleeves rolled up and her apron on. ' Shall I go to

my Lord as I am P
1

she said. ' Let me wash my hands and

roll down the sleeves at least."'

She presented herself, therefore, in her plain morning

dress, that in which she performed her domestic work.

Perhaps she showed to greater advantage thus than in her

silks and jewels.

' Miss Molly, your obedient servant.
1 His Lordship

bowed as low as if he was addressing a countess at least.

17
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' I have ventured to inquire after your health. Last

night's adventure may have proved too great a shock.''

' I am quite well, my Lord, thanks to your bravery and

your generosity, which I can never forget—never—not

even if I wished to forget.
1

' Never,"
1

said the Captain.

' Whenever I hear of a brave man I shall think of your

Lordship, and whenever I think of a gallant fight, it will

be your Lordship fighting.''

'You think too highly of a simple affair, Miss Molly.

Nevertheless, I am proud to have been of service to you."'

'At least we must continue grateful, because we have

nothing: that we can do in return.
1

' I am not so sure of that.
1 He smiled kindly. ' We

shall see. Meantime, Miss Molly, there is one thing

which you might do to please me.
1

< Oh, what is that P
1

1 You wore at your first appearance a large quantity of

gold chains and precious stones. I am curious about such

gauds. Will you allow me to see your treasures P
1

It was an unexpected favour to ask. Molly laughed,

however, and ran to fetch the box. She poured out the

whole of the glittering contents upon the table. ' There,

my Lord, and if I could venture to offer any of these

things that would please you 1

He laughed. ' You are kindness itself, Miss Molly.

But I am not a lady, and jewels are of no use to me. I

have, however, at my poor house in Gloucestershire, my
family jewels. Let me look at yours.

1

He sat down and began to examine them closely.

Apparently he understood jewels. It was as if he

apprized their value. He placed some on one side ; some

on the other. ' This,
1

he said, ' is a diamond of the first

water. Keep it very carefully. This has a slight flaw, yet,
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with more careful cutting, it might become a valuable

stone. This chain is fashioned by an Indian workman.

None but an Indian can make a chain so fine and so

delicate. See, it is no thicker than a piece of twine, and

yet how careful and how intricate the workmanship

!

The man's fingers must have been more delicate than our

craftsmen can imagine.
1 And so on through the whole of

the treasure. ' Well, Miss Molly,
1

he said, ' there are few

ladies, indeed, even of the highest rank, who can show so

good a collection. I congratulate you with all my heart.

Some day, I hope to see you at Court wearing these jewels

and bearing—who knows ?—a name as honourable as these

are precious.'

'Your Lordship always encourages,
1

said the Captain.

' You hear, Molly ? At Court and bearing an honourable

name.
1

She blushed and gathered up her treasures.

Her visitor looked around the room. It was the

parlour. The homely appearance of the room, plainly

furnished, as might be expected of a man in the Captain's

position, was strangely inconsistent with the mass of

treasure which he had just examined. The plain linsey-

woolsey of the girl who owned the treasure was also out of

proportion, so to speak, for he understood that this glitter-

ing pile of jewels represented a vast sum of money, and

that the girl was far richer than the poet knew or even

the Captain guessed. At the mere thought of getting

possession of this treasure his blood quickened; but he

remained, to all appearance, save for a slight and unwonted

colour in his cheek, unmoved. I have never heard, nor

can I guess, the value of these jewels, save that they were

worth many thousands.

'These jewels,
1 he said coldly, 'should belong to a

great lady. They deserve to be seen. They are thrown

17—2
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away, save as portable property, unless they can be used

to grace the Court. However ... let me hope that

they will not be thrown away. I think, Miss Molly, that

your mother lives with you in this house. Perhaps this

treasure is hers—or is it all your own ?'

The Captain made answer. ' Molly's mother has no

share. A modest sum of money, sufficient for her needs,

is paid her out of the estate. The rest—all the rest

belongs to Molly

.

,

' Truly she is first favourite with Dame Fortune, who,

I hope, will not turn her wheel. Miss Molly, will you

present me to madam, your mother T
1 With all my heart ; but, my Lord, my mother is not

used to being called madam."'

So saying, Molly retired to the kitchen, and presently

returned, bringing her mother with her. She came in red

faced from stooping over the kitchen fire, wiping her-

fingers, which she had hurriedly washed, on her apron,

wearing at her side her great housekeeper's pocket, in

which she carried a vast quantity of things necessary,

useful, and handy, such as scissors, pins, a needle-case, the

nutmeg grater, a corkscrew, a few weights, a thread paper,

a yard measure, stockings to be darned, a ball of twine, a

skein or two of silk, ends of ribbon, fragments and rags of

cloth, lint for wounds, a box of goose fat for ointment, and

many other articles indispensable for the complete house-

wife.

Jennifer Miller, Molly's mother, was indeed a homely

body, low in stature, inclined to stoutness, somewhat short

of breath, and in appearance exactly what she was in

fact, namely, a woman whose whole delight and study was

in housewifery. When she was young I have heard that she

possessed some share of beauty, as a rosy cheek, red lips,

bright eyes, and so forth. But her daughter took after
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the father, who was a tall and proper man, as those testify

who knew him.

His Lordship treated her with the respect due to

a great lady, bowing as low to her as he had done to

Molly.

' Madam, I come to congratulate you on the escape of

your daughter. 'Twas providential.''

'With your help, sir. Oh! I know a gentleman's

modesty. Well, sir—my Lord, I mean—we are humble

folk, but I hope we know how to be grateful. I said to

Molly this morning :
" Look out,

11

1 said, " among your fine

trinkets the very finest thing you've got, and take it

yourself with your humble respects to his Lordship,
11 and I

would have sent with it some of my last year's ginger

cordial to warm the stomach. I warrant it is poor stuff

that they give you. Servants don't give their minds to

cordials. But Molly wouldn't go. She was never one of

your shy and shame-faced girls, neither. " Go and thank

his honour, do," I said to her. " What will he think of

your manners ? Don't leave it to the Captain. 'Go

yourself." That's what I said.'

'Indeed, madam, Miss Molly has already thanked me

more than enough. I am most fortunate in being of some

service to her.'

' John,' the good lady added, ' where are your manners,

pray? His honour has nothing to drink. A glass of

home-brewed, now, or a little of my ginger cordial?

Unless you will take a bottle home with you. Or a glass

of Lisbon ? We are not so poor as to miss it.'

' Nothing, madam, nothing, I assure you.' So saying,

his Lordship, with his most profound bow, quitted the

room and the house.

His mind was now made up. There was no longer any

doubt possible as to the girl's great fortune. He had satis-
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fied himself in every particular. He knew the value of her

fleet, and the income of her business. He now knew the

value of her jewels. He would make the girl his wife,

provided he could do it without the settlement of her

fortune upon herself. There must be no settlement.

What he proposed to do with her after his marriage I

do not know. Perhaps he would send her to his country

house, from which he had already sold the furniture, the

pictures, the books, and everything. It stood, I have been

told, in a desert, which had once been a lovely wood.

But the wood was felled, and only the stumps were left.

There were gardens around, but they had gone to rack

and ruin. The farmers, his tenants, paid their rent to the

lawyers ; his name was a by-word and a proverb in his own

county for mad gambling, for raking, and ungodly living.

I say that he might have proposed to take her to this

deserted spot, and to leave her there. Or he might have

taken her to London, there to associate with I know not

what kind of women or what kind of men. It is certain,

however, that no good woman and no honest man would

consort with the wife of the Earl of Fylingdale. He
walked away, however, his mind made up. He would

marry the girl if he could get her without settlements.

And as he thought of that treasury of precious stones, his

unholy heart glowed within him.

Molly went back to the kitchen and resumed the

making of the beefsteak pie.

'John,"
1

said her mother, 'does that young man mean
anything V

' He gives me advice. He knows my design as regards

Molly. He is a very virtuous young gentleman, as well as

courageous.

'

'John, do nothing hastily. He did not look at Molly

in a way—well, I can remember—what I call a hungry
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way. Take care, John. Perhaps he only wants her

money.'
' Why, Jennifer, he is the most fastidious man in the

world. Do you think he can be taken with Molly P
1

'Try him. Offer him Molly without a farthing. He
would turn away. I am sure he would, John. I know

what a lover's looks should be. Offer him Molly with her

fortune. Ah ! then you shall see. John, do nothing-

rash. Remember, Molly is ignorant of gentlefolk and

their ways. Fve heard of their ways. Molly is like me

:

she will expect the whole of her husband, not a part of

him.
1

' Don't I tell the woman that he is a man of the nicest

honour P
1

' You say so. How do you know, John P
1

' Did he not rescue the girl at the risk of his own life ?

Why, Jennifer, what more do you ask P
1

* Ay. That he did. Perhaps he was not willing to let

her fortune go to some other man. Molly is worth

fighting for. Well, if he means something, why did he go

on board the dirty ship with you—and he so fine ? Why
was he so anxious to know what the girl has in ships and

things ? Why did he ask to see her jewels if it was not

to find out what they are worth? I tell you, John,

I could see in his eyes what he was thinking about.
1

' Ay, ay ; trust a woman for seeing into a millstone.
1

' He was thinking, " Is she worth it P
11 And he was

calculating how it all mounted up. Oh ! I saw it in his

eyes. John, be very careful. If she is taken from us, let

her go to a man who will make her happy and then I will

bear it. But not among them that drink and gamble,

and make a woman mad with jealousy and sick with fear.

John, John, be very careful with that man.
1



CHAPTER XXVI

THE LAST STEP BUT ONE

You shall now hear more of the cunning by which this

noble and virtuous person—this adornment and boast of

the peerage—laid his plans for securing the fortune and

the hand of our Molly. He had persuaded the simple old

sailor to believe anything he chose to advance ; he had

shown himself in the eyes of the girl that which women
admire more than anything else in the world, fearless and

skilled in fence and ready to fight ; he had also shown

himself ready to place his courage and his skill at the

service and for the rescue of a woman. So far, everything

was prepared and in readiness for the next step. But
there were certain obstacles still in the way. These he

proceeded to remove.

The Lady Anastasia, after the Morning Prayers, at

which she was a regular attendant, generally returned to

her lodging, where she sat with her maid engaged in the

important affairs of the toilette until dinner.

This day, after his examination of the jewels, Lord

Fylingdale was carried to Lady Anastasia's lodging in the

Market Place.

The lady dismissed her maid.

' You have something to tell me, Ludovick,
1

she said. ' I

cannot tell from your face whether you are going to deal
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truthfully. I have had, as you know, a large experience of

the other way. Now, what is it P
1

' What I have come to say is important. Anastasia, in

this matter I have given you my entire confidence. There

have been, I own, occasions when I have been compelled

—

but all that is over. I now confide absolutely in you, and

in you alone. My interests are yours.
1

'You have already given me that assurance on other

occasions.
1

She implied, perhaps, by these words that the

assurance and the fact were not identical.

4 What can I give you except my assurance '?

'Nothing, truly. But pray go on. I hear that you
have been playing the part of knight errant and fighting

for distressed damsels. I laughed when I heard of it.

You to fight on the side of the angels ! Where are your

wings, my Ludovick T

'The thing happened exactly as I could have wished.

The country bumpkin who carried her off had no know-

ledge of fence. He could only lunge, and he was half

drunk. There was a great appearance of desperate fight-

ing—because he was mad with drink and disappointment.

I played with the fellow long enough to make a show of

courage and danger. Then I pinked him.
1

' Is he dead T
' I believe that he is in some kind of fever. Perhaps he

is by this time dead. What matters ? Well, Anastasia,

the result of the affair is that I have now arrived at perfect

confidence on the part of my old friend the guardian.
1

' And with the girl ?

'The girl matters nothing. The first part of the

business is done. You can now go back to London. 1

' Go back to London P
1

she repeated suspiciously.

'You have done all I wanted done here. You have

given me a very good character
; you have charmed the
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people of the Spa ; you have flattered the girl and inspired

her with discontent. Why should you stay any longer ?*'

' To be sure, I am living at great expense, and the bank

is in a poor way. But what are you going to do T

' Anastasia '—he sat down and took her hand— ' I have

inquired carefully into the whole business. There is no

doubt, none whatever, that the girl is far richer than even

her guardian understands. She has a huge income—

a

great accumulation of money—and, what is more, a col-

lection of jewels which is in itself a large fortune. Go
back to London to-morrow or next day ; then sit down and

write a letter inviting the girl to stay at your house. Bid

her bring with her all her jewels and finery. I, for my
part, will urge the Captain to let her accept the invita-

tion.
1

' All this is very circumstantial. What then f"

' I will promise the Captain to find her a husband—

a

man of position, a man of rank, and, above all, one as

virtuous as myself.'' He said this without the least blush

or even a smile.

' Where is that husband to be found T
' As yet I do not know. He must be a creation of our

own. He must not know ; he must simply obey. We
shall find such a person somewhere. I have, I believe, a

good many of my former friends in the Fleet or the King^s

Bench. Now, Anastasia, to find one of these unfortunates ;

to offer him an allowance, say a guinea a week, in return

for a power of attorney to administer the property. True,

there are the creditors ; but we might take over the

detainers. He must not be suffered to get out.'' He went

on suggesting deceits and villainies.

' You said " we." What have I to do with the scheme ?

It is, you must confess, Ludovick, one of those arrangements

or understandings which the world calls a conspiracy.
1
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Lord Fylingdale released her hand. Her words pained

his sensitive soul. ' If at this time, after all that we have

done together, we are to talk of conspiracies, we had better

act separately,
1

he said coldly.

' No, I am your servant, as you know. Sometimes your

most unhappy servant, but always at your command.
Only now and then it pleases me to call things by their

proper names. At such times, Ludovick, I look in my
glass and I see, not the Lady Anastasia in a company of

fashion, but a poor wretch sitting in a cart with her arms

tied down, a white nightcap on her head and a prayer-book

in her hand. There is a coffin in the cart.
1

' Anastasia ! You are ridiculous. What have we done

that all the world would not do if it could ? These

scruples are absurd, and these visions are fantastic. What
is your share ? You know that half of mine—all that is

mine—is yours as well. You shall have my hand and my
name. These you should have had long ago had they been

worth your picking up. Alas ! Anastasia, no one knows

better than you the desperate condition of my affairs."
1

' Well, I will obey you. I will go back to town. I will

go to-morrow. The other partners in our innocency

—

they will also go back, I suppose.'

* They will have done their part—Sir Harry and the

Colonel and the parson—they will all go back. They cost

a great deal to keep, and they have done their work."

' Should I see the girl before I go T
' Perhaps not. Write to her from London. Invite her

to stay with you. For my own part, I will look about me
for the man we want. A prisoner—on the poor side—

a

gentleman
; one who will do anything for a guinea a week.

The girl will not know that he is a prisoner—it will be

quite easy '

This he said, concealing his real intentions, and only
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anxious to get this lady out of the way. But he left her

suspicious and jealous. That is to say, she had already

become both, and this intricate plot of getting a husband

from the Fleet, and the rest of it, made her still more

suspicious and jealous.

At the ' Crown , Lord Fylingdale found Colonel Lanyon

waiting for him.

' I have inquired, my Lord, after Tom Rising. He is in

a fever this morning.
1

' Will he die ? What do they think P
1

* Perhaps. But he is young. They think that he will

recover. What are your Lordship's commands ?'

' We have stayed here long enough, Colonel.''

' With submission, my Lord. Although business has

been very bad, it would be as well to wait for the event

in Tom Rising's case. My position is very secure if he

recovers. The gentlemen of the company have ac-

knowledged that he forced high play upon me ; they are

unanimous in that respect. It means over a thousand

pounds. If he recovers he must pay the money."
1

' Yes. In that case it may be best to wait. If he

dies
1

'Then, my Lord, we know not what his heirs and

executors may resolve upon. The feeling concerning

debts of honour is, however, very strong among the gentle-

men of Norfolk. I am sorry that they are not richer."
1

' If the man dies you can refer to me, perhaps, as

arbitrator with the executors. Meantime, make the best

of your opportunities and lose no more money. Lady

Anastasia goes home in a few days, perhaps to-morrow.
1

The man retired. Lord Fylingdale sat down and

reflected. The great thing was to get Lady Anastasia

out of the way ; the rest might stay or not, as they pleased.

Yet he would warn them that their departure would not
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be delayed long. He took pen and paper and wrote to

Sir Harry.

' Dear Beau,
' I think that the air of Lynn after a few weeks

is not wholesome for one no longer in his first youth. I

would therefore advise that you should think about going

back to town. Settle immediately your affairs, gaming

and others. Leave the hearts you have broken and

return to mend those which are only cracked. In a word,

the ladies of London are calling loudly for your return,

and the wits and pretty fellows are asking what has

become of Sir Harry.

' Your obedient servant to command,
' Fylingdale.'

There remained the parson and the poet. The latter

he could send away at a day's notice ; the former he would

probably want for a certain purpose. He sent for Mr.

Semple, his secretary.

' Semple,' he said, ' I have now made inquiry into the

truth of your statements—I mean as regards this young

lady's fortune.'

' It is as I told your Lordship ?'

' It is. The fortune you have exaggerated, but it is no

doubt considerable. Well, I have sent for you in order to

tell you that I am now resolved upon carrying out the

project you submitted to me. My own affairs are, as you

found out, embarrassed ; the girl's fortune will be useful

to me ; her person is passable ; her manners can be im-

proved. I have therefore determined to make her my
Countess.'

'My Lord, I rejoice to have been the humble instru-

ment
'



270 THE LADY OF LYNN

' You have kept the secret, so far, I believe. At least I

have seen no sign that anyone suspects my intentions.

You have invented a lie of enormous audacity in order to

bring us all together—myself, and certain friends of mine,

to assist in various ways the project up my sleeve
;
your

inventions have converted an ordinary well into a health-

restoring spring; you have caused the elevation of this

town of common sailors and traders and mechanics into a

fashionable Spa. Semple, you are a very ingenious person.

I hope that you are satisfied with your success."
1

' Gratified, my Lord. Not satisfied.
11

' I understand. You shall be satisfied very shortly by

the fulfilment of my promise. It is, if I remember, to

find you a place under Government worth at least i?200 a

year, with perquisites. You shall learn, Semple, that I

can be grateful and that I can keep my word, written or

spoken. Now there remains one more service.
1

He proceeded to give him certain instructions.

' And, remember, the greatest secrecy is to be observed.

Neither you nor the Captain is to reveal the fact—until

the business is completed. Everything will be ruined if

anything is revealed. Your own future depends upon

your secrecy. You are sure that you have your instruc-

tions aright P
1

' I am quite sure, my Lord. I am your ambassador. I

come with a message of great importance. There are

reasons why the proceedings are to be kept secret. The

lady will be made a Countess before a prying and im-

pertinent world can be informed of your Lordship's inten-

tions. I fly, my Lord. I fly.
1

' One moment, friend Semple. Before you depart on

this mission, resolve me as to a difficulty in my mind.
1

' What is that, my Lord P
1

* You are aware, of course, that my plan of life is not
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quite what this girl looks for in a husband. She will

expect, in fact, the bourgeois virtues—constancy, fidelity,

early hours, regularity, piety. You know very well that

she will find none of these virtues. They are not, I believe,

expected in persons of my rank. You are preparing for

the girl, in fact, a great disappointment, and perhaps a

life of misery. If I did not want her money, I might pity

her.
1

Sam's face darkened.

'Tell me, my friend, in return for what acts of kindness

done to you by the Captain or by Molly herself are you
conferring this boon upon the girl ?'

The poet made no reply for awhile. Then he answered,

his eyes on the ground. ' The thing is as good as done.

I may as well let you know. The Captain cudgelled me
like a dog—like a dog. My gratitude is so great that I

have succeeded in marrying his ward to—you, my Lord.

What worse revenge could I take P'

' Frankly, I know of none. The devil himself, you see,

can speak truth at times.''

1 You will waste and dissipate the whole of her fortune,

and would if it were ten times as great, in raking and

gaming; you will send her back to her own people broken-

hearted and ruined. That will be my doing.'

' Friend Semple,
1

said his Lordship, ' if I were not

Fylingdale I would be Semple ; and, to tell the truth, if I

saw any other way of raising money I would—well, perhaps

I would—even pity the girl and let her go.
1



CHAPTER XXVII

THE EXPECTED BLOW

That evening the blow, feared and expected, fell, for then,

and not till then, I felt that we had lost our maid.

I found the Captain sitting in the summer-house alone,

without the usual solace of his tobacco and his October.

'Jack,'' he said, with a gloomy sigh, 'I am now the

happiest of men, because my Molly is the most fortunate

of women. I have attained the utmost I could hope or

ask. The most virtuous of men—I should say of noblemen

—has asked the hand of our girl. Molly will be a

Countess! Rejoice with me!1

I stood outside on the grass, having no words to say.

' She will marry him immediately. Nothing could be

more happy or more fortunate. Such rank—such a posi-

tion as places her on a level with the highest ladies of the

land, though the daughter of plain folk, with a ship-owner

for a father and a sailor's daughter for a mother. There

is promotion for you, Jack V

* She will go away, then, and leave us I

1

' Ay ; she will leave us, Jack. She will leave us. His

Lordship—you do not ask who it is.'

' Who can it be, Captain, but Lord Fylingdale P
1

' The best of men. He will carry her off to his country

house, where they will live retired for awhile, yet in such
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state as belongs to her rank. We shall lose her, of course.

That, however, we always expected. The country house

is in Gloucestershire, the other side of England. Perhaps

she may get to see us, but I am seventy-five, or perhaps

more, and Jennifer, her mother, is not far from fifty. I

cannot look to set eyes on her again. What matter T He
hemmed bravely and sat upright. ' What matter, I say,

so that the girl is happy ? Her mother may, perhaps, set

eyes on her once more ; but she will be changed, because,

you see, our Molly must now become a fine lady.
1

' Yes,' I groaned, ' she must become a fine lady.
1

' Jack, sometimes I am sorry that she has so much
money. Yet, what was I to do? Could I waste and

dissipate her money ? Could I give away her ships ?

Could I give her, with the fortune of a princess, to a plain

and simple skipper ? No ; Providence—Providence, Jack,

hath so ordered things. I could not help myself.
1

' No, Captain ; you could not help things. Yet . . .

1

I broke off'.

'Well, Jack, why don't you rejoice with me? Why
the devil don't you laugh and sing ? All you want is to

see her happy, yet there you stand as glum and dumb as

a mute at a funeral.
1

' I wish her happiness, sir, with all my heart.
1

' Sam Semple came here this afternoon, by order of my
Lord. Sam gives himself airs now that he is a secretary

and companion. He came and demanded a private con-

versation with me. It was quite private, he said, and of

the utmost importance. So we sat in the parlour, and,

with a bottle of wine between us, we talked over the busi-

ness. First, he told me that his patron, as he calls him,

meaning his master, had been greatly taken with the

innocence and the beauty of Molly. I replied that, unless

he was a stock, or a stone, or an iceberg, I expected

18
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nothing less. He went on to say that, although a noble

Earl with a long pedigree and a great estate, his patron

was willing to contract marriage with a girl who was not

even of gentle birth, and had nothing but her beauty and

her innocence. I told him that she had, in addition, a

very large fortune. He said that his patron scorned the

thought of money, being already much more wealthy

than most noblemen of his exalted rank ; that he was

willing, also, to pass over any defects in manners, con-

versation, and carriage, which would be remedied by a

little acquaintance with the polite world. In a word, his

Lordship offered his hand, his name, his title, his rank,

and himself—to my ward.
1

' His condescension,
1

I said, ' is beyond all praise.
1

' I think so, too. Beyond all praise. I asked his advice

touching a husband for my girl. He promises his assist-

ance in the matter, and he then offers himself. Jack,

could anything be more fortunate P
1

' I hope it may turn out so. What does Molly say P
1

'You may go in and ask her yourself. She will tell

you more than she will tell anybody else. The matter is

to be kept, for the present, a profound secret between his

Lordship and ourselves. But since Sam Semple knows it,

and Jennifer knows it, and you are one of ourselves, there-

fore, you may as well know it, too. But don't talk about it.
1

* Why should it be kept a secret ? Why should it not

be proclaimed everywhere P
1

* My Lord says that the place is a hot-bed of scandal

;

that he would not have Molly's name passed about in the

rump Room, to be the object of common gossip and

inventions, made up of envy and malice. He would spare

Molly this. When she is once married and taken away

from the place they may say what they please. Whatever

they say, they cannot do her any harm. Why, some of



THE EXPECTED BLOW 275

them even declared that she was one of the company of

strolling actresses. There is nothing that they will not

say.
1

I made no reply, because it certainly did seem as if in

asking for secrecy his Lordship had acted in Molly's

interests.

' Well, Captain, we must make the best of it. You
must find your own happiness in thinking of Molly's.*'

' What aggravates me, Jack, is the ridiculous behaviour

of my cousin Jennifer. She is in the kitchen crying, and

the black woman with her. Go and comfort her before

you see Molly.''

I looked into the kitchen. Molly's mother sat in the

great wooden chair beside the fireplace. She held her

apron in her hands as if she had just pulled it off her face,

and the tears were on her cheeks. When she saw me they

began to flow again. ' Jack,
1

she said, ' have you heard

the news ? Has the Captain told you ? The worst has

happened. I have lost my girl. She is to be married;

she will go away ; she will marry a man who scorns her

guardian and despises her mother. A bad beginning,

Jack. No good can come of such a marriage. A bad

beginning. Oh ! I foresee unhappiness. How can Molly

become a fine lady ? She is but a simple girl—my own
daughter. I have made her a good housewife, and all her

knowledge will be thrown away and lost. It is a bad

business, Jack. Nigra has been telling her fortune.

There is nothing hopeful. All the cards are threatening.

And the magpies—and the screech owl
1

She fell to weeping again. After which she broke out

anew :
' The Captain says he is the most virtuous man in

the world. It isn't true. If ever I saw the inside of a

man in my life, I have seen the inside of that man. He is

corrupt within, corrupt through and through '

18—2
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' Consider,'' I said. ' All the world is crying up his noble

conduct and his many virtues.
1

' They may say what they like. It is false ; he is heart-

less ; he is cold ; he is selfish. He marries Molly for her

money. Persuade the Captain, if you can. He will not

believe me.
1

' How can I persuade him ? I have no knowledge.

Are they all in a tale ? Are you the only person who

knows the truth ? How do you know it?
1

' I know it because I love my girl, and so I can read the

very soul of a man. I have read your soul, Jack, over

and over again. You are true and faithful. You would

love her and cherish her. But this man ? He knows not

what love means, nor fidelity, nor anything. Go, Jack.

There is no help in you or in any other. Because there is

none other ' She spoke the words of the Prayer-Book.

* " None other that fighteth for us, but only Thou, O God.

Only Thou, O God I

11 '

She covered her face again with her apron and fell to

sobbing afresh.

So I went into the parlour where Molly was sitting.

' Jack I

1

she jumped up. ' Oh, Jack, I want you so badly I

1

' I know all, Molly. Except what you yourself say and

think about it.
1

She had a piece of work in her hands, and she began to

pull it and pick it as she replied. For the first time in

my life I found Molly uncertain and hesitating.

'The Captain says that it is the greatest honour that

was ever offered to any woman, to be raised from a lowly

condition to a high rank—and all for love.
1

' All for love T I asked.

' Why, what else can it be that made him fight for me
with that desperate villain ? He risked his life. What-

ever happens, Jack, I cannot forget that.
1
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' No. It was doubtless a great thing to do. Has he

told you himself that it was all for love P
1

* He has not spoken about love at all. He has never

once been alone with me. It seems that these great

people make love by message. He sent a message by Sam

Semple.
1

' A very fine messenger of Cupid, truly I

1

' Offering marriage. The Captain cannot contain his

satisfaction and sits glum. My mother says she will never

be able to see me again and begins to cry.
1

' Well—but, Molly, to be sure it is a great thing to

become a Countess. Most women would jump at the

chance, under any conditions. Do you, however, think

that you can love the man T
' He hasn't asked for love. Oh, Jack, to think that

people should marry each other without a word of love !

If he loves me I suppose he thinks that I am bound to

give him love in return.''

' There, again, Molly, do you love the man T
1 Jack, nobody knows me better than you. What

reply can I make P
1

' He is too cold and too proud for you, Molly. How
can you love him ? Perhaps," I added, because I was very

sure that she would marry him, 'after marriage you will

find that his coldness in only a cloak to hide his natural

warmth, and that his pride covers his wife as well as him-

self.
1

' He is a good man. Everybody says so. Lady Anas-

tasia declares that he is the most honourable and high-

principled of men. On that point I am safe. And think,

Jack, what a point it is ! Why, to marry a drunkard, a

sot, a profligate, a gambler—one would sooner die at once

and so end all. But I can trust myself with him. I have

no fear of such treatment as drives some wives to distrac-
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tion. Yet he is cold in his manner and proud in his

speech. I might find it in my heart to love him if I was

not afraid of him.' And so she went backwards and

forwards. He was so good and so great ; his wife must

always respect him. He was of rank so exalted—it was a

great honour to become his wife. He was so brave—she

owed her rescue to his bravery. Yet he had spoken no

word of love : nor had she seen any sign of love. I asked

her what sign she expected, and she was confused. ' Of

course,
1

she said, ' every girl knows very well when a man

is in love with her.
1

' How does she know ?t I asked her.

' She knows, because she knows,
1

I suppose she felt the

man was not in love with her just as her mother felt that

his character for virtue and nobility was assumed

—

' corrupt within,
1

the mother said. Women are made so.

And in the next breath Molly repeated that what his

Lordship had done was done for love. ' How do you

know P
1

I asked again. ' Because the Captain says so,
1

she

replied, with unconscious inconsistency.

' Is the courtship to be conducted entirely by messenger P
1

' No ; he will come to-morrow morning and see me. I

am to give him an answer then. But the Captain has

already told him what the answer is to be. Oh, Jack, I

am so happy ! I am so fortunate that I ought to be

happy. Yet I am so down-hearted about it. Going

away is a dreadful thing. And when shall I see any of

you, I wonder, again ? Oh, I am so fortunate ! I am so

happy.
1 And to show her happiness she dropped a tear,

and more tears followed.

What kind of happiness, what kind of good fortune was

that which could fill the mind of the Captain with gloom

and could dissolve Molly's mother in tears, and could

herald its approach to the bride by sadness which weighed

her down ? And as for me, you may believe that my
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heart was like a lump of lead within me, partly because I

was losing the girl I loved, but had never hoped to marry,

and partly because from the outset of the whole affair

—

yes, from the very evening when the news of the grand

discovery was read to the ' Society of Lynn '—I had looked

forward to coming events with foreboding of the most

dismal kind.

'Come to see me to-morrow afternoon, Jack,
1

she said.

' I must talk about it to someone. With the Captain I

cannot talk, because he is all for the unequal match; and

with my mother I cannot talk, because she foretells

trouble, and will acknowledge no good thing at all in the

man or in the match. Do not forget, Jack. Come to-

morrow. I don't know how many days are left to me
when I can ask you to come. Oh, Jack, to leave every-

body—all my friends—it is hard ! But I am the most

ungrateful of women, because I am the happiest— the

happiest. Oh, Jack, the happiest and most fortunate

woman that ever lived.''



CHAPTER XXVIII

WARNING

In the evening, which was Wednesday, I repaired to the

Gardens, paying for my admission, but no longer in the

character of a fine gentleman. Lord Fylingdale was not

present, nor Molly. Lady Anastasia was there, gracious

and smiling as usual. Nothing was said about her ap-

proaching departure. After walking round the Long Room
she retired to the Card Room, and play began as usual. It

seemed to me, looking on with a few others at the door,

that there was a kind of awkwardness or constraint among
the company. They collected together in small groups,

which whispered to each other ; then these groups melted

away, forming new companies, which in their turn dis-

solved. Something of importance had happened. Presently

some of the gentlemen in the Card Room came out. They,

in their turn, became surrounded and formed into another

group who whispered eagerly with each other. They were

standing near the door, and I overheard some of their dis-

course. ' I am assured,' one of them was saying, ' that he

has been ordered out of the Assembly at Bath for foul

play at cards, and I have it on the best authority that he

was driven off the Heath at Newmarket.' I did not know

of whom he was speaking.

' Truly,' said another, ' we seem to have fallen into the
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midst of a very pretty set of sharpers. Will Tom Rising,

if he gets the better of his wound, have to pay that debt T

' 1 think not. A debt of honour can only be contracted

with a man of honour."
1

' On the other hand, sir, if Tom had won, he would have

looked for payment.''

' Why, sir, that is true. But observe, when we played

with the Colonel we took him for a man of honour. Some

of us have won a few guineas of him. Should we return

them ? No. And why ? Because we accepted him as a

man of honour, and stood to win or lose as between gentle-

men. Now, one does not play with a sharper knowingly.''

* One would not take his money ; one would not pay him

if one lost.
1

' Then Tom must not pay."
1

' If what we hear is true ; if the man has been exposed at

Bath, if he has been warned off the Heath at Newmarket,

most assuredly Tom must not pay a farthing.'
1

'At present the fever is still upon him. Well, but we

must wait. All this may be mere rumour.'
1

' It may be, as you say ; but I think not. The report

comes from Houghton, Sir Robert's place, where a certain

cousin of Tom Rising, member of Parliament, I think, for

Ipswich, is now staying as a guest. Houghton is only a

few miles from Lynn. It lies in the Marshland. This

gentleman, then, heard of the duel and the wound, and has

been to see his cousin.
1

' Is he still in the town ? Can one have speech with

him P
1

' I think not. He has gone back to Houghton. But he

will return. I am informed that he inquired into the

whole particulars ; that he learned of his cousin's heavy

losses at play to one Colonel Lanyon. " Lanyon P
11

says my
Parliament man. " I know that name—Colonel I .anvon ?
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Why, the fellow ought not to show his face among gentle-

men,11 and then out came the whole story.
1

' Still,
1

said the other, ' he may be mistaken.
1

' Men are not often mistaken in such matters. But, sir,

I can tell you more. There are gentlemen in Sir Robert's

party, at Houghton, who profess to know strange things

about others of our visitors from London. I will mention

no names, yet there will be a surprise for some who pretend

to be what they are not. I say no more, except to advise

you not to neglect next Friday"^ Assembly. Meantime,

silence ; let us say nothing.
1

The little group broke up. I paid small attention to

the words. The Colonel was quite unknown to me, except

as a constant attendant in the Card Room. But I observed

that the whispering went on, and increased, and that every

man in every group presently went away and formed other

groups, and that more communications were made and

more discussions followed, and that on everyone was en-

joined a promise of the greatest secrecy.

Also I observed that every group contained the same

varieties of listeners. There was the open-mouthed man,

who gaped with wonder ; the wise man after the event, who

had always entertained suspicions ; the indignant man, who

was for immediate measures ; the slow man, who would

wait ; and the critical man, who wanted evidence and proof.

I dare say there were more.

Such whisperings and such groups do not create cheer-

fulness in a company. Suspicion and jealousy were in the

air that night ; the music played and the fiddlers scraped ;

the singers squalled ; the people walked round and round,

after their usual fashion ; there was plenty of conversation

and of animation ; they were excited ; they were evidently

looking forward to some important event ; but they

were not laughing, nor paying compliments, nor talking
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of dress, nor were they listening to the music or the

singers.

And a very curious circumstance happened in the Card

Room. There was at first the usual crowd of players

sitting and standing ; the usual staking of guineas, and

laying and taking odds ; it was, in fact, an ordinary evening,

when the company pressed round the table and the game

went on merrily. Then one or two people came in from

the Long Room. There were whispers ; two or three left

their places and retired from the room. Other people came

in from the Long Room ; there were more whispers ; more

players gave up their seats and left the room. After a

while there was no one left in the Card Room at all

except Lady Anastasia, Sir Harry Malyns, and Colonel

Lanyon. The croupier still stood at the head of the

table, rake in hand, crying the main and proclaiming the

odds. Seeing no one else at the table, the two players

desisted.

' What does it mean ? asked the lady, looking round.

' We are deserted.
1

' I know not,' Sir Harry replied. ' Some distraction in

the Gardens ; probably a quarrel ; one of the bumpkins

has perhaps struck another.''

He went out to inquire, but came back immediately.

' There is no distraction,"
1

he said. ' Nothing has hap-

pened ; the people are walking round as usual.
1

' Something, surely,
1

said the lady, ' must have happened.

Why are the tables deserted ? Such a thing has never

occurred before. Colonel, will you kindly find out what it

means ? I have the vapours to-night, I think. My mind
misgives me.

1

Colonel Lanyon rose and walked to the door. He looked

up and down the Long Room and returned. ' Nothing

has happened,
1

he said. ' They are all strangers to me.
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But since there is no more play I will e'en betake me to

the tavern.
1

1 And I,
1

said the lady, ' will go home. Sir Harry,

please call my fellows/

Sir Harry led her through the Long Room to the door.

As she got into the chair, she said, ' Sir Harry, there is

something brewing. I caught looks of hostility as we

passed through the room. Do you think it is the jealousy

of the women about that girl with the diamonds P
1

' I observed no hostile looks.'

' Men never see such things. I tell you I not only saw

them, but I felt them. We have given these people

mortal offence. They are gentlefolk. We come among
them, and we admit to our society a girl who has no

pretence to gentility. Lord Fylingdale dances with her

;

I take her to the Assembly. Lord Fylingdale actually

follows her when she is carried off and fights for her and

rescues her. This is a thing which he might do for any of

those ladies, and with no more than customary jealousies

;

but with such a girl it makes bad blood.''

' Hostile looks mean nothing. What if there is bad

blood r
' Sir Harry—Sir Harry—it is only in London, and not

always there, that we account ourselves free from revenge.

It is a revengeful world, and there are many people in it

who would willingly put you and me and the Colonel, not

to speak of the parson and the Earl himself, in the pillory,

and pelt us with rotten eggs and dead cats.
1

So she got into her chair, and the old beau, shaking his

head, entered another chair and was carried home. But

Colonel Lanyon, who walked to the tavern where his

friends met at night, found the place, to his astonishment,

empty. Then he, too, remembered appearances of hostility

or resentment, notably the desertion of the players, and
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the cold looks as he left the place. Now, as the worthy

adventurer and sharper was by no means conscious of

innocence, he began to feel uneasy. To such men as these

who live by their wits there is always the danger that some

past scandal may be revived, some former half-forgotten

villainy remembered.

Therefore he became disquieted. He had some reason

for disquiet, for, to begin with, he had done very well.

Tom Rising would recover, it was thought. He would

recover in a week or two, or more. He would then, as a

man of honour, have to raise, by hook or by crook, the

sum of ,£1,200, of which, by the compact, one-fourth was

to be the Colonel's and three-fourths were the Earl's.

This is a large sum of money to win or lose. Now, if

anything inopportune was to occur, such as the revival of

an old scandal—say that of Bath, or that of Tunbridge

Wells, or that of Newmarket—these winnings would be in

a dangerous situation.

A gentleman who lives by his wits, although he may be

a good swordsman and a good shot with a pistol, cannot

escape the consequences of a scandal. The thing follows

him from place to place. It gets into taverns and hangs

about gaming-houses ; it stands between him and his prey

;

it snatches the young and inexperienced player from his

grasp ; it even prevents the payment of the debts com-

monly called debts of honour. Now, the Colonel had been

about town and in the haunts of gamesters for a good score

of years, and, truth to tell, he now found it difficult, any-

where, to be received into the company of gentlemen.

While he sat in the empty room one of the gentlemen,

its frequenters, came in. The Colonel looked up.

' Why, sir,' he said, ' where is the company this evening P
1

' There will be no company to-night, Colonel.
1

1 Ay—ay ? No company ? Where are they all, then ?
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' To be frank with you, Colonel Lanyon, I am deputed

to inform you that certain things are rumoured about you

which must be explained.
1

'Certain things, sir?
1 The Colonel sprang to his feet.

' To be explained ? This is a very ugly word. To be ex-

plained ? The word, sir, attacks my honour.
1

' It does so, Colonel. You are quite right.
1

'Then, sir, you and your friends will have to fight

me.
1

' We will willingly fight with—a man of honour. Not

only that, but where a man of honour is concerned we

should be most willing to offer an apology, if we have

attacked his honour. To be brief, Colonel, certain things

have been said concerning you and your honour. They
have been alleged behind your back.

1

' Well, sir, suppose my assailant meets me face to face.

Gad, sir, he shall meet me on the grass.
1

' Softly, softly, Colonel. There will be no fighting, I

assure you. As for anything else, that depends on your-

self. Frankly, Colonel, they are very nasty things. On
the other hand, I assure you that, as we have received you

without suspicion, we shall stand by you loyally.
1

' In that case we need not talk of explanations.
1

' Loyally, I say, unless the explanations are not forth-

coming.
1

' Give me the statements or the charges.
1

' I cannot, Colonel. They are at present vague. But I

am instructed to invite you to be present in the Card

Room on Friday evening next, when an opportunity will

be afforded you of hearing what has been stated and of

replying. Colonel, we have found you very good company.

We all desire to retain you as a friend.
1

' But sir, permit me. This is monstrous. You tell me
of charges, you avoid my society, you refuse to tell me the



WARNING 287

nature of the charges, and you call upon me to reply on the

spot without knowing
,

* Your reply will be quite easy. It really means either

yes or no. And if, as I doubt not, you can disprove what-

ever is alleged, you will yourself entirely approve of our

action in separating for a time from a man accused of

things dishonourable, of giving him an opportunity of

reply. Also you will thank me for my warning.
1

* Why, sir, if to be grateful for such a warning and for

such general charges is a duty, I will be grateful. Mean-

time
'

'Meantime, Colonel, you know your past life better

than anyone. If there is in it anything of which you are

ashamed, let me recommend you to present that affair in

as favourable a light as possible. Men will quarrel over

cards. Accusations are easily made. The duel next

morning does not clear away suspicion. If, however, there

is nothing, as I hope, come with a light heart and cheerful

countenance, and we shall rally round you as brothers and

men of honour. I wish you good-night, Colonel Lanyon,

until Friday, after which I hope to sit here beside you, the

bowl of punch on the table, and your songs and stories to

keep us awake, till we sit down again to the cards."
1



CHAPTER XXIX

THE ARDENT LOVER

Between ten and eleven of the clock next morning, Molly's

suitor—I cannot call him her lover—arrived at the house.

At that hour most of the ladies are at morning prayers,

and the gentlemen are either at the tavern taking their

morning whet, or at the coffee-house in conversation, or

engaged in some of the sports to which most of them are

so much addicted. Lord Fylingdale, although the streets

at such an hour are mostly deserted, had to cross the

Market Place on his way to the Captain's house, in

Hog-man's Lane, and was, therefore, carried in a chair

with the curtains drawn so as to avoid recognition.

He was received by Captain Crowle in the parlour. For

the occasion the old man had put on his Sunday suit, with

white silk stockings ; and he wore his sword, to which, as

the former commander of a ship, he was entitled.

' I am come, Captain, to receive in person your answer

to the message conveyed to you yesterday by my am-

bassador. I hope that the message was delivered faith-

fully, and with due respect ?'

' I believe, my Lord, with both.
1

' I assure you, Captain Crowle, that the respect I have

conceived for your character and loyalty is more than I

can express in words. That you have inspired, in the

mind of your ward, similar virtues I do not doubt, and
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this confidence, believe me, has much to do with the offer

of my hand to that young lady.'

1 Your Lordship does me the greatest honour. My
answer is that I accept in Molly's name, and joyfully.

,

' I am delighted. This should be,
1 he added coldly,

' the happiest day of my life.''

' When we spread the news abroad, everybody in Lynn

will feel that the greatest honour has been done to the

town as well as to this house.
1

' Sir, you over-rate my position. Still . . . however,

we must keep the matter secret for a day or two yet. I

engage you, Captain, to profound secrecy.
1

' As long as you please, my Lord. The sooner I may
speak of it the better I shall like it, for I am bursting

with joy and satisfaction.
1

' Patience, Captain, for a day or two.
1

The Captain became serious, even melancholy. * You
will take her away, I suppose P

1

' I fear I must. A married man generally takes away

his wife, does he not T

'You will take her to your country house, and to

London. Well, I am old—I am seventy-five already. I

cannot expect ever to see her again. Her mother, how-

ever, is not so old by thirty years. Perhaps your Lordship

will at some time or other—we would not remind you of

your lady's humble folk—allow her if she is within an easy

journey to come here to see her mother.
1

' Surely—surely, Captain. Could I be so hard-hearted

as to refuse ? Her mother certainly—or yourself. But

not her old friends. Not the friends of her childhood,

such as that young sailor man—nor the girls of the

place.
1

' I care not for them, so that I may comfort her poor

mother with that promise. As for myself, who am I that

19
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I should intrude upon her? Let me die happy in the

knowledge that she is happy.'

' She shall be as happy as the day is long, Captain.
1

' I doubt it not. As for Jack Pentecrosse, an old play-

fellow, he is like me. He loves her as if she was his sister,

but he desires nothing but the knowledge of the girl's

happiness.
1

' I accept your assurance, Captain, that he will not

endeavour to seek her or to visit her.
1

' He will not. My Lord,
1

the Captain became very

serious, 'I can promise you a well-conditioned, virtuous,

modest, obedient, and dutiful wife. She will ask for

nothing but a continuance of your Lordship's affection

and consideration, in return for which she will be your

willing servant as well as your wife.
1

' Again, Captain, I doubt it not. Else I should not be

here.
1

' And when the day comes—when you pass the word,

my Lord—the bells shall ring and the music shall play and

all the town shall make holiday, and we will have such a

feast and a merry-making that all the country round shall

ring with it. My Lord, I am so happy !'

' But, Captain, I have not yet received the consent of

the lady.
1

' Be assured that you will have it, my Lord. But the

girl is shy and hesitates, being, to say the truth, dazzled

by the rank to which she is to be raised. A young maid's

modesty will perhaps hinder such freedom of speech as you

would naturally desire.
1

' I hope, sir, that I am able to appreciate and value the

virtue of modesty. All I ask of the young lady is her

consent.
1

' Of that you may be assured beforehand.
1

'Then, Captain, as this is an occasion of some awkward-
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ness and one which it is well to get through as quickly as

possible
,

Did one ever hear of such a lover ? To
wish ' to get through as quickly as possible ' his first

interview with his mistress !
' You will perhaps bring

Miss Molly to me or take me to her.
1

Molly, meanwhile, was in her bedroom, in a strange

agitation, her colour coming and going ; now pale, now
blushing ; for the first time in her life trembling and

inclined to swoon. Even for a girl who loves a man it is

an event of the greatest importance, and one never to be

forgotten, when she consents to make him happy. But
when she is in grievous doubt, torn by the consciousness

that she does not love the man ; that she is afraid of him
;

that she does not desire the change of rank which he offers
;

and that she would far rather remain among her own
people—in such a case, I say, her trouble is great indeed.

However, to do honour to the occasion, she, like the

Captain, had assumed her Sunday attire. Her frock, to

be sure, was not so fine as that in which she graced the

Assembly, but it was passable. To my mind she looked

more beautiful than in that splendid dress.

At her guardian's summons, she slowly descended the

stairs. The kitchen door was open ; she looked in as she

passed. Her mother, instead of being busy over her

housewifery, was sitting in her chair, her hands clasped,

her eyes closed, her lips moving. She was praying for her

daughter. Molly stepped in and kissed her. ' Mother,1

she said, ' pray that it may turn out well. I must accept

him. Yet I doubt. Oh, pray for me I

1

' Because,
1

her mother murmured in reply, ' the Captain

cannot help, and Jack cannot help ; and there is none

other that helpeth us but only Thou, O God J

1

Then Molly turned the handle of the parlour door and

entered.

19—2
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' Miss Molly I

1
her gallant lover, splendid with his star

and his fine clothes, took her hand, bowed low, and kissed

her fingers.

' You would speak with me, my Lord P
1

' Yesterday I sent a message to your guardian. I told

him by my messenger that I was entirely overcome by the

beauty and the charms and the virtues of his fair ward.

And I offered, unworthy as I am, my hand and all that

goes with it—my rank, and title, my possessions and

myself.
1

' The Captain told me of the message."
1

' I have to-day received an answer from him. But

although he is your guardian I would not presume to

consider that answer as final. I must have your answer as

well.
1

' My Lord, I am but a humble and a homely person.
1

* Nay, but lovely as Venus herself.
1

' I know now, since all the company have come to Lynn,

how homely and humble I am in the eyes of gentlefolk.
1

' You will no longer be either homely or humble—when

you are a Countess.
1

' I fear that your friends among the great will make

your Lordship ashamed of your choice.
1

' My friends know me better than to suppose that I can

be shamed by their opinion. But, indeed, they have only

to see you for that opinion to be changed. Once seen by

the world and all will envy and congratulate the happy

possessor of so much beauty.
1

' Then, are you satisfied that you are truly in love with

me?1

* Satisfied P
1 He took her hand again and kissed it.

' How shall I satisfy you on this point ? By what assur-

ance ? By what lover's vows P
1

She glanced upwards, having spoken so far with hanging
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head. Her eyes met his. Alas ! they were cold and hard.

There was no softening influence of love visible in those

eyes ; only resolution and purpose. His eyes were as cold

as his forehead, as hard as his lips. Poor Molly ! Poor

Countess

!

' Is it not, my Lord," she asked, ' a mere passing fancy ?

You will be tired of me in a month ; you will regret that

you did not choose rather among the fine ladies who speak

your language and follow your manners.''

' Molly, I am a man who does not encourage idle fancies

and passing loves. You will find no change in me. As I

am now, so I shall be always.
1

She shivered. The prospect made her feel cold.

' Then, my Lord,
1

she said, ' I have nothing more to say.

I shall not do justice to your rank, nor shall I bring to

your House the dignity which you deserve. Such as I

am, take me, if you will, or let me go, if you will.
1

" Can you doubt, Molly ? I will take you.
1 He hesi-

tated ; he took her hand again ; he stooped and kissed

her forehead. There was no passion in his kiss ; no

tenderness in his touch ; no emotion in his voice. Such

as he was then, such he would always be. And though

the door was closed, Molly seemed to hear again the voice

of her mother murmuring ' But only Thou, O God I

1

Her lover drew the Captain's armchair and placed it at

the open window which looked out into the garden, then

filled with flowers, fragrant and beautiful, and melodious

with the humming of many bees.

' Sit down, Molly, and let us talk.
1

He did not sit down. He stood before her ; he walked

about the room ; he played with the gold tassels of his

sword.

* Molly, since we are to be married, we must be married

at once.
1
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' I am your Lordship"^ servant/

' As soon as possible. Are you ready V
' Ready ? I suppose I could be ready in a month or six

weeks.*'

1 Why, what is there to do P
1

1 I have to get things—dresses, house-linen, all kinds of

things."
1

' My dear, you are not going to marry a cit. Every-

thing that you want you can buy. There are plenty of

shops. You want nothing but what you have—your

wardrobe, your fine things, and your common things,,

and your jewels. You must not forget your jewels.
1

' I thought that brides were always provided with

things for the house. But if your Lordship has already

the linen and the napery
1

' Good Lord ! How should I know what I have ? The

thing is that you will need nothing.'
1

* Where will you take me ?

'I think, first of all, to my house in Gloucestershire.

It is not fully furnished; the late possesser, my cousin,

whom I succeeded, was, unfortunately, a gambler. He

had to cut down his woods and to sell them ; he even had

to sell his furniture and pictures. But I can soon put the

house in order fit for your reception.
1

It was he himself,

and not his predecessor, who had sold these things. ' If it

is not so fine, at first, as you would wish, we can soon

make it worthy of you.
1

I have often wondered what he intended to do with his

bride if things had gone differently. I am now certain

that he intended to take her to this great country house,

which, as I have understood, stands in a secluded part of

the country, with no near neighbours and no town within

reach ; and that he intended to leave her there while he

himself went up to London to resume the old gaming and
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raking, which he desired so much, although they had been

his ruin. Fate, however, prevented this design.

' If you desire my happiness, my Lord
1

'What else is there in the whole world that I should

desire P
1

' You will take me to that country place and live there.

I fear the world of fashion and I have no wish to live in

London. I have learned from the Lady Anastasia how the

great ladies pass their time.
1

' Everything shall be as you wish, Molly. Everything,

believe me."
1

He then, by way of illustrating this assurance, proposed

a thing which he himself wished.

' We must be married immediately, Molly, because I am

called away by affairs of importance to Gloucestershire.

I ought to leave this place not later than Saturday.' The

day was Thursday.

' Saturday ? We must be married on Saturday P
1

'Sooner than Saturday. To-morrow. That will give

us time enough to make what little preparations may be

necessary."*

'To-morrow ? But we cannot be married so soon.
1

' Everything is prepared. I have the license. We can

be married to-morrow.
1

' Oh I

1

It was all she could say.

' There is another thing. Your guardian would like to

make a public ceremony of the wedding ; he would hang

the town with flags, and ring the bells, and summon the

band of the marrowbones and cleavers, while all the world

looked on.
1

1 Yes. He is so proud of the marriage that he would

like to celebrate it.
1

' And you, Molly T

'I should like to be married with no one to look on,
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and no one to know anything about it until it was all

over.
1

* Why—there, Molly—there, we are agreed. I was in

great fear that you would not think with me. My dear,

if there is one thing which I abhor, it is the public

ceremony and the private feasting and merriment with

which a wedding is accompanied. We do not want the

town to be all agog; we do not want to set all tongues

wagging; nor do we want to be a show with a grand

triumphal march and a feast to last three days afterwards.''

' Can we be private, then P
1

4 Certainly. I can arrange everything. Now, Molly, my
plan is this. We will be married privately in St. Nicholas

Church at six in the morning, before the company are out

of their beds. No one will see us ; after the marriage you

will come back here ; I will return with you, and we will

then inform the Captain and your mother of the joyful

news. Believe me, when they come to think it over, they

will rejoice to be spared the trouble and the preparation

for a wedding-feast.
1

' But I cannot deceive the Captain.
1

' There is no deception. He has agreed to the match.

He knows that you have agreed. There is one considera-

tion, Molly, which makes a private marriage necessary. I

could not consent to a public wedding or to a wedding

feast, because my rank forbids. It would be impossible

for me to invite any person of my own position to such a

feast, and it would be impossible for me to sit down with

those persons—worthy, no doubt, and honest—whom the

Captain would certainly wish to invite.
1

This was certainly reasonable, and certainly true. Rank
must be respected, and a noble Earl cannot sit down to

feast with merchants, skippers, mates, parsons, and the

like.
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' Then it shall be as your Lordship pleases.
1

' Be at the church at six,"* he said. ' I will provide

everything and see that everything is ready for you. Do
not be recognised as you pass along the street. You can

wear a domino with the pink silk cloak which you wore the

other night at the Assembly. Then I shall recognise you.

No one else, Molly, need be considered. Are you sure

that you understand P
1

' Yes,
1

she sighed. ' I understand.
1

' Then, Molly ' he bowed low, and, without offering

to kiss her, this wonderful lover left his mistress and was

carried home in his chair.



CHAPTER XXX

THE SECRET

All these things were told me by Molly herself in the

afternoon. You may very well believe that my heart was

sick and sore to think of Molly being thus thrown away

as a bribe of rank and position upon a man who seemed

to be of marble or of ice. For of one thing concerning

women I am very certain, that to make them happy they

must be loved. At the time I could not know, nor did I

suspect, that this noble Earl was marrying Molly for her

fortune. Like the Captain, I pictured him as one lifted

above the common lot and apart from all temptations as

regards money, by his own great possessions. Why, he

had nothing—nothing at all. So much I know—he had

wasted and dissipated the whole. There was nothing left,

and his marriage, especially the private and hurried manner

of it, was designed wholly to give him the possession and

control of Molly's riches.

1 To-morrow, then, we lose you, Molly ?
1

' To-morrow, Jack. His lordship consents that when-

ever, if ever, I am within an easy journey of Lynn, I may

come back to see my mother. But when will that be ?

Alas ! I know not ! Gloucestershire is on the other side

of the country.
1

'After all, Molly, there are many wives who thus go

away with their husbands and never see their own folk
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any more. They forget them ; they find their happiness

with the home and the children. Why, my dear, in a year

or two, when you have grown accustomed to your state

and the condition of a great lady, you will forget Lynn

and the old friends.
1

* Never, Jack, never ! You might as well expect me to

forget the days when we were children together and played

about the Lady's Mount and on the walls, and rowed our

dinghy in the river. Forget my own folks ? Jack, am I a

monster T

* Nay, but, Molly, all I want is to see you happy. Re-

member us if you will, and remember that we are all, the

Captain and your mother and your faithful black and

myself, daily praying for your welfare.
1

So we talked. It was agreed between us that a private

wedding was, under the circumstances, much more con-

venient than a public one, with all the display and feasting

in which Lord Fylingdale could not take part. I could

not but think the business too much hurried and too

secret. As for other reasons, especially the absence of

any settlements which would protect the wife, I had no

knowledge of such things, and therefore no suspicion.

I bade her farewell—the last time I should see her in

private and converse with her as of old—and with tears,

we kissed and parted. But there was no question of love

or of disappointment. We were like brother and sister

who were separated after growing up together. And so I

kissed her and said no more than ' Oh, Molly ! if you

had no money, we should not lose you :' and she replied

with a sigh and more tears, ' And if I had no money,

Jack, I should not have to leave my own people and go

among strangers who will not welcome me, or love me, or

give me even their friendliness.
1

I left her, and walked away. I was too downhearted to
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stay ashore ; I would go aboard and sit alone in the

Captain's cabin. There is nothing so lonely as a ship

without her crew. If a man in these days desires to

become a hermit, he should take up his quarters in one of

the old hulks that lie in every harbour, deserted even by

the rats, who swim away when the provisions are all gone.

It is lonely by day, and it is ghostly by night. For then

the old ship is visited by the sailors who have sailed in

her and have died in her. In every ship there have been

many who die of disease or by accident, or fall overboard

and are drowned. These are the visitors to the hulk at

night. Every sailor knows this, and has seen them. I

wanted to be alone, I say ; therefore I thought I would go

on board and stay there.

Now, on my way across the Market Place, there came

running after me a man, who called me by name. ' Mr.

Pentecrosse—Mr. Pentecrosse,
1

and, looking round, I saw

that it was the Lady Anastasia's footman, in green and

gold livery—a very fine person indeed, to look at, much
finer than myself in my workaday clothes. ' Sir,' he said,

'my mistress, Lady Anastasia, desires speech with you.

Will you kindly follow me to her lodging P
1

I obeyed. What did the lady wish to say to me ?

She was in her parlour, half dressed in what they call,

I believe, a dishabille. She nodded to the footman, who
closed the door and left us alone.

' Mr. Pentecrosse,*' she said graciously, ' this is the second

time I have sent for you. Yet I gave you permission to

call upon me often. Is this the politeness of a sailor?

Never mind ; I forgive you, because Molly loves you and

you love Molly.
1

' Madam,1

I replied, ' it is true that I love Molly, but I

have no longer any right to love her except as one who

would call himself, if he could, her brother.
1
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' So I wanted, Mr. Pentecrosse—may I say Jack ?—to

learn your sentiments about this affair. I am, of course,

in the confidence of Lord Fylingdale. I believe that I

know all his secrets—or, at least, as many as a man chooses

to tell a woman. You men have all got your secret

cupboards, and you lock the door and keep the key. Say,

therefore, rather, most of my lord's secrets."
1

' What affairs, madam, do you mean ? I remembered

that the business of the betrothal was a secret. What

affairs T
' Why ask—the affair between his lordship and Molly,

of course. Shall I prove to you that I know all about

it?
1

' You can do better, madam ; you can tell me what the

affair is."'

* Oh, Jack ! you act very badly. Never, my dear young

man, go upon the stage. Of course, you know Molly has

no secrets from you. Listen, then. On the first night

when Molly and you distinguished yourself in the minuet

—never blush, Jack, a British sailor should always show

that he knows no fear—Lord Fylingdale administered a

public rebuke to the company for their rudeness. He

showed thereby that he was already interested in the

girl. He then paid attention to the old Captain, whose

simplicity and honesty are charming. I need not point

out to you, Jack, that the old man became like wax in

his Lordship's hands. He even revealed his ambition of

finding an alliance for the girl with some noble house or

sprig of quality, attracted by the report of her fortune.

He was also simple enough to imagine that any young

nobleman, a younger son, who would take a girl for her

monev, would also be a miracle of virtue, and beyond all

considerations of money. So far I am quite correct, I

believe T
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' Your ladyship is quite correct, so far."
1

In fact, the

Captain's ambitions were the common theme of ridicule in

the Pump Room and in the Gardens.
1 He then came to see me, and engaged me as an old

friend and one fully acquainted with his qualities
,

' Virtues, you mean, madam.
1

' Qualities, I said—to make myself a friend of the fair

Molly. This I did. She showed me the amazing collec-

tion of jewels which she possesses, and I gave her advice

on certain points. She came here and I taught her some-

thing of the fashions in dress, carriage, and behaviour.

She is an apt pupil, but lacking in respect for the manners

of the polite world. I then find my Lord entering into

further confidential discourse with the Captain. He even

went on board your ship, and was by you escorted over

the whole vessel. He took so great an interest in every-

thing that you were surprised, and at parting he drank a

glass of wine to the health of the fair Molly.''

' Quite true.'' I suppose that the Captain had told

Molly, who told Lady Anastasia.

' Very well. You see that I know something. But

there is a great deal more. At the next Assembly, where

Molly went with me, having been dressed by my own

maid in a better taste, and without the barbaric splendour

of so many gold chains and precious stones, Lord Fyling-

dale took her out before all the ladies—the Norfolk ladies

being more than commonly observant of pedigree and

lineage—and danced the first minuet with her and the

first of the country dances. What was this, I ask you,

but an open proclamation to the world that he was in love

with this girl—the daughter of a town full of sailors?

So, at least, it was interpreted, I hear, by some of the

company. Others, out of sheer jealousy and envy, would

not so acknowledge the action.
1
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' It was not so interpreted by the Captain, nor by Molly

herself.'

' Tut, tut ' (she rapped my fingers smartly with her fan)

,

* what signifies their opinion ? As if they know anything

of the meaning of things, even when they are done in

broad daylight, so to speak, and in presence of all the

fashion in the place. Why, Jack, there was not a girl in

the town who, if such an honour had been done to her,

would not have gone home that evening to see in the

looking-glass a coronet already on her head.

' And then came the conclusion. Oh, the beautiful

conclusion ! The romantic conclusion when that mis-

guided young gentleman called Tom Rising endeavoured

to carry her off. 'Twas a gallant attempt, and would have

succeeded, I doubt not
'

' Madam, with submission—you know not Molly.
1

' I know my own sex, Jack—and I know that a man is

never liked the less for showing courage. However, Lord

Fylingdale took the matter into his own hands, rode after

her, fought the unlucky Tom and brought back the lady.

I am still, I believe, correct.
1

' You are quite correct, Madam, so far as I know.
1

* The next day Lord Fylingdale called at the Captain's

house to inquire after the lady's health. He saw the

Captain ; he saw the lady herself, who was none the worse,

but rather much the better for the excitement of the

adventure and the delightful sight of two gentlemen trying

to kill each other for her sake. He also saw the lady's

mother, who came out of the kitchen, her red arms white

with dough and Hour, to receive the noble lord. Her lively

sallies only made him the more madly in love with the girl.
1

How had she learned all this ? I cannot tell. But

ladies of wealth can always, I believe, find out things, and

servants know what goes on.
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Lady Anastasia continued her narrative. ' Next day

my Lord sent his secretary, Mr. Semple, as an ambassador

to the Captain. He was instructed to ask formally the

hand of the Captain's ward in the name of his master.

This he did, the Captain not being able to disguise his joy

and pride at this most unexpected honour. Now, sir, you

perceive that I do know the secrets of that young lady.

This morning he has again visited the house, and he re-

ceived the consent—no doubt it was with disguised joy

—

of the lady herself. And you have just come from her.

She has told you of her fine lover and of her engagement.

'

I made no reply.

'I will tell you more. My lord desires a private

marriage and a marriage very soon. Ha ! Do I surprise

you ?'

' Madam, I perceive that he has told you all. You are

quite right. The wedding, as you know, is to be in

St. Nicholas
1 Church to-morrow morning at six, before the

better sort have left their beds. And in order not to be

recognised by any of the people, Molly will wear a domino

and her pink silk cloak.
1

She nodded her head. And she hid her face with her

fan, saying nothing for a space. When she spoke her

voice was harsh.

' That is the arrangement. You have understood it

perfectly. Well, Jack, it is a very pretty business, is it

not ? Here is a young man—only thirty, as yet—with a

fine old title, an ancient name, and an ancient estate—who
is bound by all the rules of his order to marry only within

his own caste. He breaks all the rules ; he marries a girl

who is not even a gentlewoman ; who belongs to the most

homely folk possible. What kind of happiness do you

think is likely to follow on such a marriage ? You, who
are not altogether a fool, though you are ignorant of the
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ways of society, are the right man to marry Molly. She

understands you and what you like, and how you think.

Believe me, she can never be happy with this nobleman.

Sailor man, you do not understand what it means to be a

great man and a nobleman in this country. From his infancy

the heir must have what he wants and must do as he pleases.

No one is to check his fine flow of spirits ; he must believe

that the whole world is made for his amusement, and that

everything in the world is made for him to devour and to

destroy. When such a child becomes a man, what can

you expect? He wants no friends, because friendships

among people like yourself are based on mutual help, and

he wants no help. Companions he must have ; young

men like himself. He need never do any kind of work.

Consequently, his mind is never occupied. He has no

serious pursuits ; therefore, of simple amusements he soon

tires. Can such a man be unselfish ? Can such a man

lead a quiet and domestic life ? He will rake ; he will

gamble ; he will drink ; there is nothing else for him.

These will form his life. If he now and then tosses a

guinea to some poor wretch, it is counted as an act of the

highest charity. The most virtuous of noblemen may also

be the most profligate.
1

' Is this what one is to think of Lord Fylingdale T

' Think what you please, Jack. Should you, however,

hear that the marriage was forbidden, what should you

say T
' Forbidden ? The marriage forbidden ? But how ?

Why ? It is to take place to-morrow/

' I don't know. Answer my question.
1

' Madam, I cannot answer it. If it is true that Lord

Fylingdale is the kind of gentleman whose character you

have drawn, there is nothing I should more rejoice to see.

If, however '

20
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* You may go, Jack. You may go. I dare say some-

thing is going to happen to-morrow, at six in the morning,

at St. Nicholas' Church. Yes, something will probably

happen. The bride will be recognised by her black

domino and her pink silk cloak. Thank you, Jack.

You are a very simple young man ; as simple as you are

honest, and a woman can turn you round her finger.''

I went away wondering. I did not understand, being, as

she said, so simple, that I had myself actually given her

the information that she desired. I have since learned

that the passion of jealousy and nothing else filled her soul

and inspired all this reading of Lord Fylingdale's actions.

In his conduct at the Assembly she saw the beginning of

his passion ; his own explanation that he wanted to get her

money only made her more jealous, because, although she

fully believed that statement, she saw no way of getting at

the fortune without marrying the girl. As for his visits to

the house, I suppose that she simply caused him to be

watched and followed, while her maid, who played the spy

for her, could from a certain point in the road look into

the parlour when the window was thrown open. It was

easy for such a jealous woman to surmise the truth ; to

jump at the conclusion that, in spite of all his protestations,

Lord Fylingdale had come to the conclusion that he must

marry the girl ; that his rescue made her grateful and

filled her with admiration for his courage ; that he sent his

secretary to open the business, and that he followed up

this message by a formal visit from himself, when he placed

the lady in a chair at the window and bent over her and

kissed her hand.

This was not all. When he told Lady Anastasia that

he had no further occasion for her services, and that she

had better go back to London, all her jealousy flared

up. She thus divined, at once, that she was to be sent
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out of the way, so that when she next met him some of

the business might have blown over and she herself might

be less indignant at his treatment of her.

However, something, she said, was going to happen.

What would happen ? For my own part, I was restless

and uneasy. What would happen ? Had I known more

about the wrath of a jealous woman I should have been

more uneasy. Something was going to happen ; could I go

to the Captain and warn him as to the character of the

lover ? Why, I knew nothing. All that talk about the

heir to rank and riches meant nothing except to show the

dangers of such a position. A man so born, so brought

up, must of necessity be more tempted than other men in

the direction of selfishness, indulgence, luxury, laziness, and

want of consideration for others. It is surely a great mis-

fortune to be born rich, if one would only think so. The

common lot is best, with the necessity of work. All

Molly's misfortunes came from that money of hers. Her

father very wisely concealed from his wife the full extent

of his wealth, so that she remained in her homely ways,

and the Captain also concealed from Molly until she grew

up the nature of her fortune. Why could he not conceal

it altogether from the world ? Then—but it is useless to

think what would have happened. Most of our lives are

made up with mending the troubles made by our own sins

or our own follies. Poor Molly was about to suffer for

her fathers sin in having so much worldly wealth.

20—2



CHAPTER XXXI

THE 'SOCIETY
1
AGAIN

The ' Society ' continued to meet, but irregularly, during

this period of excitement when everybody was busy making-

money out of the company, or joining in the amusements,

or looking on. The coffee-house attracted some of the

members ; the tavern others ; the Gardens or the Long

Room others. It must be confessed that the irregularities

of attendance and the absences and the many new topics of

discourse caused the evenings to be much more animated

than of old, when there would be long periods of silence,

broken only by some reference to the arrival or departure

of a ship, the decease of a townsman, or the change in the

weather.

This evening the meeting consisted, at first, of the Vicar

and the master of the school only.

' We are the faithful remnant,
1

said the Vicar, taking his

chair. ' The Mayor, no doubt, is at the coffee-house, the

Alderman at the tavern, and the doctor in the Long
Room. The Captain, I take it, is at the elbow of his noble

friend.
1

The master of the school hung up his hat and took his

usual place. Then he put his hand into his pocket.

' I have this day received . . .

1

At the same moment the Vicar put his hand into his

pocket and began in the same words.
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' I have this day received . . .

,

Both stopped. ' I interrupted you, Mr. Pentecrosse,
1

said the Vicar.

' Nay, sir ; after you.'

' Let us not stand on ceremony, Mr. Pentecrosse. What

have you received P
1

' I have received a letter from London.'

' Mine is from Cambridge. You were about to speak of

your letter P
1

'It concerns Sam Semple, once my pupil, now secretary

to the Lord Fylingdale, who has his quarters overhead.
1

' What does your correspondent tell you about Sam ?

That he is the equal of Mr. Pope and the superior to

Mr. Addison, or that his verses are echoes—sound with-

out sense—trash and pretence ? Though they cost me a

guinea.
1

' The letter is a reply to one I addressed to my cousin,

Zackary Pentecrosse, a bookseller in Little Britain. I asked

him to tell me if he could learn something of the present

position and reputation of Sam Semple, who gives himself,

I understand, great airs at the coffee-house as a wit of the

first standing and an authority in matters of taste. With

your permission I will proceed to read aloud the portion

which concerns our poet. Here is the passage :

—

' " You ask me to tell you what I know of the poet Sam

Semple. I do not know, it is true, all the wits and poets ;

but I know some, and they know others, so one can learn

something about all those who frequent Dolly's and the

Chapter House, and the other coffee-houses frequented by

the poets. None of them, at first, knew or had heard of

the name. At last one was found who had seen a volume

bearing this name, and published by subscription. He

said, 'twas the veriest trash ; that a schoolboy should be

trounced for writing such bad verses. ' But,
1

I asked him,



310 THE LADY OF LYNN

' he is said to be received and welcomed by the wits T
' They must be,' he replied, ' the wits of Wapping, or

the poets of Turnagain Lane. The man is not known

anywhere.
1

So with this I had to be contented for a time.

Then I came across one who knew this would-be poet.

' I was once myself,' he said, ' at my last guinea when I

met Mr. Samuel Semple. He was in rags, and he was

well-nigh starving. I gave him a sixpenny dinner in a

cellar, where I myself was dining at the time. He told

me that he had spent the money subscribed for his book,

instead of paying the printer; that he was dunned and

threatened for the debt ; that if he was arrested he must

go to the Fleet or to one of the Compters ; that he must

then go to the common side, and would starve. In a

word, he was on his last legs. These things he told me
with tears, for, indeed, cold and hunger—he had no

lodging—had brought him low. After he had eaten his

dinner and borrowed a shilling he went away, and I saw

him no more for six months, when I met him in Covent

Garden. He was now dressed in broad cloth, fat, and in

good case. At first he refused to recognise his former

companion in misery. But I persisted. He then told me

that he had been so fortunate as to be of service to my
Lord Fylingdale, into whose household he had entered.

He, therefore, defied his creditors, and stood at bed and

board at the house of his noble patron. Now, sir, it is

very well known that any service rendered to this noble-

man must be of a base and dishonourable nature. Such is

the character of this most profligate of lords. A professed

rake and a most notorious gambler. He is no longer

admitted into the society of those of his own rank ; he

frequents hells where the play is high, but the players are

doubtful. He is said to entertain decoys, one of whom is

an old ruined gamester, named Sir Harry Malyns, and
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another, a half-pay Captain, a bully and a sharper, who

calls himself a Colonel. He is to be seen at the house of

the Lady Anastasia, the most notorious woman in London,

who every night keeps the bank at hazard for the profit of

this noble lord and his confederates. It is in the service

of such a man that Mr. Semple has found a refuge.

What he fulfils in the way of duty I know not."' I give

you, cousin, the words of my informant. I have since

inquired of others, and I find confirmation everywhere

of the notorious character of Lord Fylingdale and his

companions. Nor can I understand what service a poet

can render to a man of such a reputation living such a

life."

' Do you follow, sir ?' my father asked, laying down the

letter, ' or shall I read it again ?'

' Nay, the words are plain. But, Mr. Pentecrosse, they

are serious words. They concern very deeply a certain lady

whom we love. Lord Fylingdale has been with us for a

month. He bears a character, here, at least, of the highest

kind. It is reported, I know not with what truth, that he

is actually to marry the Captain's ward, Molly. There

is, however, no doubt that Molly's fortune has grown so

large as to make her a match for anyone, however highly

placed.'

' I fear that it is true.'

'Then what foundation has this gentleman for so

scandalous a report ?'

' Indeed, I do not know. My cousin, the bookseller,

expressly says that he has no knowledge of Sam Semple.'

' Mr. Pentecrosse, I am uneasy. I hear that the gentle-

men of the company are circulating ugly rumours about

one Colonel Lanyon, who has been playing high and has

won large sums—larger than any of the company can

afford to lose. They have resolved to demand and await
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explanations. There are whispers also which concern Lord

Fylingdale as well. These things make one suspicious.

Then I also have received a letter. It is in reply to one

of my own addressed to an old friend at Cambridge. My
questions referred to the great scholar and eminent divine

who takes Greek for Hebrew. 1 Here is the reply :

—

'

" You ask me if I know anything about one Benjamin

Purdon, Clerk in Holy Orders. There can hardly be

two persons of that name, both in Holy Orders. The
man whom I know by repute is a person of somewhat

slight stature, his head bigger than befits his height. He
hath a loud and hectoring voice ; he assumes, to suit his

own purposes, the possession of learning and piety. Of
theological learning he has none, so far as I know. Of
Greek Art, combined with modern manners, he is said to

be a master. Ingiese Italianato Diavolo Incamato is the

proverb. He was formerly tutor on the grand tour to

the young Lord Fylingdale, whom he led into those ways of

corruption and profligacy which have made that nobleman

notorious. He is also the reputed author of certain

ribald verses that pass from hand to hand among the

baser sort of our University scholars. I have made
inquiries about him, with these results. It is said that

where Lord Fylingdale is found this worthy ecclesiastic is

not far off. There was last year a scandal at Bath in

which his name was mentioned freely. There was also

—

but this is enough for one letter V '

The Vicar read parts of this letter twice over, so as to

lend the words greater force. ' The man says publicly that

he was tutor to Lord Fylingdale on the grand tour. I

have myself heard him. On one occasion he proclaimed

with loud voice the private virtues of his patron. Sir, I

very much fear that we have discovered a nest of villains.

Pray God we be not too late.
1
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' Amen,1
said my father. ' But what can we do P

1

' Ay, what can we do ? To denounce Lord Fylingdale

on this evidence would be impossible. To allow this

marriage to take place without warning the Captain

would be a most wicked thing.
1

' Let us send for Jack,
1

said my father. ' The boy is

only a simple sailor, but he loves the girl. He will now

be aboard his ship.
1

It is not far from the ' Crown 1

to the Quay, nor from

the Quay to any of the ships in port. I was sitting in the

cabin, melancholy enough, about eight o'clock or so, just

before the sunset gun fired from the redoubt, when I heard

a shout—' Lady of Lynn, ahoy I

1 You may be sure that I

obeyed the summons with alacrity.

No one else had yet arrived at the ' Crown.
1 The Vicar

laid down both letters before me. Then, as when one

strikes a spark in the tinder and, the match flaming up,

the darkness partly vanishes, so did the scheme of villainy

unfold itself—not all at once—one does not at one glance

comprehend a conspiracy so vile. But part, I say. I did

understand.

'Sir,
1

I gasped. 'This is more opportune than you

suspect. To-morrow morning—at six—at St. Nicholas
1

Church—they are to be married secretly. Oh ! a gambler

—a rake—one who has wasted his patrimony—to marry

Molly, our Molly ! Sir, you will interfere—you will do

something ? It is the villain Sam : he was always a liar

—

a cur—a villain.
1

' Steady, boy, steady I

1

said my father. ' It helps not

to call names. 1

' It is partly revenge. He dared to make love to Molly

three years ago. The Captain cudgelled him handsomely

—and I was there to see. It is revenge in part. He
hath brought down this noble lord to marry an heiress



314 THE LADY OF LYNN

knowing the misery he is preparing for her. Oh ! Sam

—

if I had thee here !'

' Steady, boy,' said my father again.

' Who spread abroad the many virtues of this noble

villain ? Sam Semple—in his service—a most base and

dishonourable service. Mr. Purdon, the man who writes

ribald verses."
1

I thought of the Lady Anastasia, but

refrained. She at least had nothing to do with this

marriage. So far, however, there was much explained.

1 What shall we do ?
' We must prevent the marriage of to-morrow. The

Captain knows nothing of it. Lord Fylingdale persuaded

Molly. He cannot marry her publicly because he says

that he cannot join a wedding feast with people so much

below him. Molly shall not keep that engagement, if I

have to lock the door and keep the key.
1

' Better than that, Jack," said the Vicar. ' Take these

two letters. Show them to Molly and ask her to wait

while the Captain makes inquiries. If Lord Fylingdale is

an honourable man he will court inquiry. If not, then we

are well rid of a noble knave."'

I took the letters and ran across the empty Market

Place. On my way I saw the Captain. He was walking

towards the ' Crown ' with hanging head. Let us first deal

with him.

He did not observe me, being in gloomy meditation, but

passed me by unnoticed, entered the ' Crown," hung up his

hat on its usual peg, and put his stick in its accustomed

corner. Then he took his seat and looked round.

' I am glad,"
1

he said, ' that there are none present except

you two. My friends, I am heavy at heart.
1

' So are we,
1

said the Vicar. ' But go on, Captain.
1

* You have heard, perhaps, a rumour of what has been

arranged T
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' There are rumours of many kinds. The place is full of

rumours. It is rumoured that a certain Colonel Lanyon

is a sharper. It is also rumoured that Sam Semple is a

villain. It is further rumoured that the Reverend

Benjamin Pardon is a disgrace to the cloth. And there

is yet another rumour. What is your rumour, Captain P
1

' Lord Fylingdale proposes to marry Molly. And I

have accepted. And she has accepted. But it was to be

a profound secret.
1

'It is so profound a secret that the company at the

Gardens this evening are talking about nothing else.
;

The Captain groaned. ' I have received a letter,
1

he

said. 'I do not believe it, but the contents are dis-

quieting. There is no signature. Read it."

The Vicar read it.

'Captain Crowle,
' Sir,—You are a very simple old man ; you are so

ignorant of London and of the fashionable world that you

do not even know that Lord Fylingdale, to whom you are

about to give your ward, is the most notorious gambler,

rake, and profligate in the whole of that quarter where

the people of fashion and of quality carry on their pro-

flio-ate lives. In the interests of innocence and virtue

make some inquiry into the truth of this statement before

laying your lovely ward in the arms of the villain who has

come to Lynn with no other object than to secure her

fortune.
1

' It is an anonymous letter,
1

said the Vicar. ' But there

is something to be said in support of it. From what

source did you derive vour belief in the virtues of this

young nobleman P
1

' From Sam Semple.
1
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' Who is in the service of his lordship. I know not

what he does for him, but if he is turned out of that

service he will infallibly be clapped into a debtor's

prison.'

' There is also that grave and reverend divine '

' The man Purdon. He is notorious for writing ribald

verses, and for leading a life that is a disgrace to his pro-

fession.'

* There is also the Lady Anastasia.
1

' I know nothing about her Ladyship, except that she

keeps the bank, as they call it, every evening, and that the

gaming table allures many to their destruction.'

' My friends,' said the Captain, ' what am I to do ?'

' You must make inquiry. You must tell Lord Fyling-

dale that things have been brought to you ; that you

cannot believe them—if, as is possible, you do not ; but

that you must make inquiries before trusting your ward to

his protection. You are her guardian, Captain.'

' I am more than her guardian ; I love her better than

if she was my own child.'

' We know you do, Captain. Therefore, write a letter

to him instantly. There is yet time to prevent the mar-

riage. Tell him these things. Say that you must have

time to make these inquiries. I will help you with the

letter. And tell him, as well, that you must have time to

draw up settlements. If he is honest, he will consent to

this investigation into his private character. If he wants

Molly, and not her money-bag, he will at once agree to

the settlement of her fortune upon herself.'

' I am an old fool, I suppose,' said the Captain. ' I have

believed everything and everybody. Yet I cannot—no,

my friends, I cannot think that this man, so proud, so

brave, who risked his life for Molly, is what this letter

says.'
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' Other letters say the same thing. Now, Captain, let

us write.'

The letter, which was dictated by the Vicar, was duly

written, signed, and sealed. Then it was sent upstairs,

without the delay of a moment, to his Lordship's private

room.



CHAPTER XXXII

A RESPITE

I was as one who carries a respite for a man already in the

cart and on his way to Tyburn ; or I was as one who him-

self receives a respite on the way to Tyburn. For, if the

charges in those letters were true, there could be no doubt

as to the results of an inquiry. Now, could there be any

doubt that Lord Fylingdale, in such a case, would refuse

an inquiry ? I ran, therefore, as if everything depended

on my speed, and I arrived breathless.

Molly was alone, walking about the garden restlessly.

The sun was now set, but the glow of the sky lingered,

and her face was flushed in the western light. ' Jack,
1

she cried, ' I thought we had parted this afternoon. What
has happened ? You have been running. What is it T

' A good deal has happened, Molly. For one thing, you

will not be married to-morrow morning.
1

1 Why not ? Is my Lord ill T
' Not that I know of. But you will not be married

to-morrow morning.
1

' You talk in riddles, Jack.
1

' Would you like to put off the wedding, Molly P
1

' Alas ! If I could put it oft' altogether ! I am down-

hearted over it, Jack. It weighs me down like lead. But

there is no escape.
1

' I think I have in my pocket a means of escape—

a
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respite, at least—unless there are worse liars in the world

than those we have at Lynn.
1

Liars at Lynn, Jack ? Who are they ? Oh, Jack,

what has happened P
1

I sat down on a garden-bench. ' Molly,
1

I said, ' you

hold the private character of Lord Fylingdale in the

highest esteem, do you not P
1

' There is no better man living. This makes me ashamed

of being so loath to marry him.
1

1 Well, but, Molly, consider. Who hath bestowed this

fine character upon his Lordship P
1

' Everybody who knows him—Sam Semple, for one.

He is never weary of singing the praises of his patron.
1

' He is a grateful soul, and, on his own account, a pillar

of truth. I will show you presently what an ornament he

is to truth. Who else P
1

' The Reverend Benjamin Purdon, once his tutor. Surely

he ought to know.1

' Surely. Nobody ought to know better. I will show

you presently how admirable a witness to character this

reverend divine must be esteemed.
1

1 There is Sir Harry Malyns, who assured us that his

Lordship is thought to be too virtuous for the world of

fashion.
1

' He is himself, like the parson, a fine judge of character.

Is that all P
1

' No. The Lady Anastasia herself spoke to me of his

nobility.
1

' She has also spoken to me—of other things. See

here, Molly.
1

I lugged out the two letters. ' What I

have here contains the characters of all these excellent

persons ; the latest scandals about them, their reputation,

and their practices.
1

' But, Jack, what scandals ? What reputations P
1
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'You shall see, Molly. Oh, the allegations may be

false, one and all ! For what I know, Sam may have the

wings of an archangel and Mr. Purdon may be already

over-ripe for the New Jerusalem. But you shall read.
-1

I offered her the letters.

' No, 1

she said ;
' read them yourself.

1

' The first, then, is from my father's first cousin, Zackary

Pentecrosse, a bookseller in Little Britain, which is a part

of London. He is, I believe, a respectable, God-fearing

man. You will observe that he does not vouch for the

truth of his information.
1

I then read, at length, the letter which you have already

heard.

' What do you think, Molly P
1

' I don't know what to think. Is the world so wicked T
' Here is another letter, concerning the Reverend Ben-

jamin Purdon. Observe that this is another and an inde-

pendent witness.
1

So I read the second letter, which you

have also heard. ' What do you think of this worthy

gentleman, Molly ?

' Oh, Jack, I am overwhelmed ! Tell me more what it

means.
1

' It means, my dear, that a ruined gamester thought to

find an heiress who would know nothing of his tarnished

reputation. She must be rich. All he wanted was her

money. She must not have her money tied up. It must

be all in his own hands, to do with it what he chose ; that

is to say, to dissipate and waste it in riot and raking and

oams bling.
1

' Lord Fylingdale ? Jack ! Think of his face ! Think

of his manners ! Are they such as you would expect in a

rake T

'There are, perhaps, different kinds of rakes. Tom
Rising would spend the night drinking and bawling songs.
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Another kind would practise wickedness as eagerly, but

with more politeness. What do I know of such men ?

Certain I am that Lord Fylingdale would not scour the

streets and play the Mohock; but that he has found

other vices more pleasant and more (apparently) polite is

quite possible.
1

' I dont understand, Jack. All the gentlemen, like

Mr. Rising, drink and sing. Do all gentlemen who do

not drink practise other vices T

I think that I must have learned the wisdom of what

followed from some book.

' Well, Molly, you have seen the Vicar taste a glass of

wine. He will roll it in the glass ; he will hold it to the

light, admiring the colour; he will inhale the fragrance;

he will drink it slowly, little by little, sipping the con-

tents, and he will not take more than a single glass or two

at the most. In the same time Tom Rising would have

gulped down a whole bottle. One man wants to gratify

many senses ; the other seeks only to get drunk as quickly

as he can. So, I take it, with the forbidden pleasures of

the world. One man may cultivate his taste ; the other

may be satisfied with the coarse and plentiful debauchery.

This is not, however, talk for honest folk like you and

me.
1

1 Go on with your story. Jack. Never mind the different

ways of wickedness.
1

* Well, the gamester heard of an heiress. She belonged

to a town remote from fashion—a town of simple merchants

and sailors ; she was very rich ; much richer than he at first

believed.
1

' Who told him about this heiress ?
' A creature called Sam Semple, whom the Captain once

cudgelled. Why, Molly, it was revenge. In return for

the cudgelling he would place you and your fortune in the

21
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hands of a man who would bring misery upon you and

ruin on your fortune. Heavens, how the thing works out

!

And it happened just in the nick of time that a spring

was found in the town—a spring whose medicinal proper-

ties Ha! 1

I jumped to my feet. 'Molly, who

found that spring? Sam Semple. Who wrote to the

Doctor about it? Sam Semple. Who spread abroad a

report that the physicians of London were sending their

patients to Lynn ? Sam Semple. How many patients

have come to us from London ? None—save and except

only the party of those who came secretly in his lordship's

train—to sing his praises and work his wicked will. Why,

Molly ' I burst into a laugh, for now I understood,

as one sometimes does understand, suddenly and without

proof other than the rapid conclusion, the full meaning of

the whole. ' Molly, I say, there has never been any

medicinal spring here at all ; the Doctor's well is but

common spring water ; there are no cures ; the whole

business is a plan—a bite—an invention of Sam Semple V

* Jack, have a care. How can that be, when the Doctor

has a long list of cures ?'

' I know not. But I do know that Sam Semple invented

the Spa in order to bring down this invasion of sharpers

and gamblers and heiress-hunters. Oh, what a liar he is !

What revenge ! What cunning ! What signal service

has this servant of the devil rendered to his master f

Truly, I was carried out of myself by this discovery,

which explained everything.

'So,'* I went on, 'they came here all the way from

London, with their lying excuse that they were ordered

here by their physicians ; and we, poor simple folk, fell into

the snare, all the countryside fell into the snare, and we

have been fooled into drinking common water and call-

ing it what you please ; and we have built Gardens, and
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engaged musicians, and created a Spa, and—oh, Lord !

Lord ! what a liar he is ! What a liar ! This comes, I

suppose, of being a poet P

Then Molly laid her hand upon my arm. ' Jack,
1

she

said, very seriously, ' do you really believe this story ?

Only consider what it means to me.' Molly was more

concerned about Lord Fylingdale than about Sam Semple.

' I believe every word of it, Molly. I believe that they

have all joined in the conspiracy—more or less ; that they

have all got promises ; and that to-morrow morning, if

you do not refuse to meet this man in St. Nicholas
1

Church, you will bring upon yourself nothing but misery

and ruin.
1

' I have promised to meet him. I must at least send

him a message, if only to say that I shall not come.
1

' I should like to send him nothing. But you are right.

It is best to be courteous. Well, you may send him a

letter. I will myself take it to the " Crown.
11

' But afterwards, Jack. What shall we do afterwards ?

If he is innocent he will take offence. If not '

' If you were engaged to marry a young merchant,

Molly, or a skipper, and you heard rumours of bank-

ruptcy, drink, or evil courses, what would you do P
1

' I would tell him that I had heard such and such about

him, and I should ask for explanations.
1

' Then do exactly the same with Lord Fylingdale. He
is accused of certain things. The Captain must make

inquiry—he is bound to inquire. Why, the Vicar himself

says that he would, if necessary, in order to ascertain the

truth, travel all the way to London, there to learn the

foundations, if any, for these charges, and afterwards into

Gloucestershire, where his Lordship's country mansion

stands, to learn on the spot what the tenants and the

people of the country know of him.
1

21—2
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' But suppose he refuses explanations. He is too proud

to be called to account.''

'Then send him packing, Lord or no Lord, proud or

humble. If he furnishes explanations—if these things

are untrue—then—why, then, you will consider what to

do. But, Molly, I do not believe that any explanations

will be forthcoming, and that your noble lover will carry

it off to the end with the same lofty pride and cold mien.
1

' Let us go into the parlour, Jack. There are the Cap-

tain's writing materials. Help me to say what is proper.

Oh ! is it possible ? Can I believe it ? Are these things

true ? That proud man, raised above his fellows by his

virtues and his rank and his principles ! Jack, he risked

his life for me.
1

'Ask no more questions, Molly. We must have ex-

planations. Let us write the letter."

It was Molly's first letter ; the only letter, perhaps, that

she will ever write in all her life. Certainly she had never

written one before, nor has she ever written one since.

Like most housewives, her writing is only wanted for

household accounts, receipts for puddings and pies, and the

labelling of her bottles and jars. I have the letter before

me at this moment. It is written in a large sprawling

hand, and the spelling is not such as would satisfy my

father.

Naturally she looked to me for advice. I had written

many letters to my owners and to foreign merchants about

cargoes and the like, and was therefore able to advise the

composition of a letter which should be justly expressed

and to the point :

—

' Honoured Lord,

' This is from me at the present moment in my

guardian's parlour.'' [She wrote ' in parlour
,
as I, the mate
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of a ship, should have written ' in port ' or ' in harbour.']

' It is to inform you that intelligence has been brought

by letters from London and Cambridge. Touching the

matters referred to in these letters, I have to report for

your satisfaction, that they call your Lordship, in round

terms, a gamester and a ruined rake ; and your com-

panions at the Spa, viz., Sam Semple, the parson, the

rickety old beau, and the Colonel, simple rogues, common

cheats, and sharpers. Shall not, therefore, meet your

Lordship at the church to-morrow morning as instructed.

Awaiting your Lordship's explanations and commands,

' Your most obedient, humble servant,

1 Molly.1

This letter I folded, sealed, addressed, and dropped into

my pocket. Then I bade Molly good-night, entreated

her to be thankful for her escape, and so left her with a

light heart ; verily it seemed as if the sadness of the last

two months had been wholly and suddenly lifted. On my

way back to the ' Crown ' I passed the Lady Anastasia's

lodging just as her chair was brought to the house. I

opened the door for her and stood hat in hand.

' Why, it is Jack,' she cried. ' It is the sailor Jack

—

the constant lover. Have you anything more to tell

me P
1

'Only that Molly will not keep that appointment of

to-morrow morning.
1

' Oh ! That interesting appointment in St. Nicholas
1

Church. May a body ask why the ceremony has been

postponed T

'Things have been disclosed at the last moment.

Fortunately, in time.
1

' What things, and by whom ?
4 By letter. It is stated as a fact well known that Lord
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Fylingdale is nothing better than a ruined rake and a

notorious gamester.
1

' Indeed ? The excellent Lord Fylingdale ? Impos-

sible ! Quite impossible ! The illustrious example of so

many virtues ! The explanations will be, I am sure, com-

plete and satisfactory. Ruined ? A rake ? A notorious

gamester ? What next will the world say ? Does his

Lordship know of this discovery ? Not yet. You said it

was a discovery, did you not ? Well, my friend, I am
much obliged to you for telling me. You are quite sure

Molly will not be there ? Very good of you to tell me.

For my own part, I start for London quite early—at five

o'clock. Good-bye, Jack.'

Then I went to the ' Crown,
1

where I learned that the

Captain had been reading another letter containing accu-

sations as bad as those in the other two.

So we fell to talking over the business, and we con-

gratulated the Captain that he had sent that letter ; and

we resolved that he should refuse to receive the villain

Sam Semple ; and that the Vicar should, if necessary,

proceed to London, and there learn what he could con-

cerning the past history and the present reputation of the

noble suitor. Meantime, I said no more about the in-

tended marriage at St. Nicholas
1

Church and the abandon-

ment of the plan. As things turned out, it would have

been far better had I told the Captain and had we both

planted ourselves as sentinels at the door, so as to be quite

sure that Molly did not go forth at six in the morning.

That evening, after leaving me, Lady Anastasia sent a

note to Lord Fylingdale. ' I am leaving Lynn early to-

morrow morning. I expect to be in London in two days.

Shall write to Molly.
1



CHAPTER XXXIII

A WEDDING

I eowed myself aboard that evening in a strange condition

of exultation, for I had now no doubt—no doubt at all

—

that the charges were true, and that a conspiracy of the

most deadly kind was not only discovered, but also checked.

And I could not but admire the craft and subtlety dis-

played by the favourite of the Muses in devising a plan by

which it was made possible for the conspirators to come

altogether without the least suspicion to the town of Lynn.

How else could they come ? For reasons political ? But

Lynn is a borough in the hands of Sir Robert Walpole, of

Houghton. Nobody could stand against him, nor could

anyone in Lord Fylingdale's rank visit the town in its

ordinary condition without receiving an invitation to

Houghton if Sir Robert was there. Unless, indeed, there

were reasons why he should not be visited or received.

What Sam had not expected was, without doubt, the

wonderful success of his deception ; the eagerness with

which the country round accepted his inventions ; the

readiness with which they drank those innocent waters;

the miraculous cures effected ; and the transformation of

the venerable old port and trading town into a haunt and

resort of fashion for the pursuit of pleasure.

Thinking of all these things, and in blissful anticipation

of the discomfiture of all the conspirators, there was an
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important thing that I quite forgot, namely, to send

Molly's letter to her suitor in his room at the ' Crown.
1

I

carried the letter in my pocket. I undressed and lay

down in my bunk. I slept with a light heart, dreaming

only of things pleasant, until the morning, when the

earliest stroke of the hammer from the yard and the quay

woke me up. It was then half-past five. I sat up. I

rubbed my eyes. I then suddenly remembered that the

letter was in my pocket still.

It was, I say, half-past five. The engagement was for six

o'clock. I might have time yet to stop Lord Fylingdale.

It does not take long to dress. You may imagine that

I did not spend much time in powdering my hair. In a

quarter of an hour I was over the side of the ship and in

my dinghy.

By the clock on the Common Stathe it was five minutes

to six when I landed and made her fast. I climbed the

stairs, and ran as fast as my legs could carry me to the

' Crown." As I reached the door the clock struck six.

Was Lord Fylingdale in his room ? I was too late. He
had left the house some ten minutes before, and had been

carried in his chair across the Market Place.

I followed. It was already five minutes past the hour.

I should find him in the church, chafing at the delay. I

would give him the letter and retire.

The Market Place was filled with the market people

and with the townspeople who came to buy. I pushed

across, stepping over a basket, and jostled by women with

poultry and vegetables. It was, however, seven or eight

minutes past six when I arrived at the church ; the doors

of the south porch were open. Within I heard the sound

of voices—or, at least, of one voice. I looked in.

Heavens ! What had happened ? Not only was I late

with my letter, but—but—could I believe my eyes?
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Molly herself stood before the altar ; facing her was Lord

Fylingdale, who held her hand. Within the rails stood

the Reverend Benjamin Purdon ; beside him, the clerk, to

make the responses. And the minister, when I arrived,

was actually saying the words which the bridegroom repeats

after the minister, completing in effect the marriage cere-

mony :
' I, Ludovick, take thee, Mary, to my wedded

wife . . .

1 and so on according to the form prescribed.

And again, the words beginning, ' With this ring I thee

wed . .
.'

I stood and listened, lost in wonder.

Then came the prayer prescribed. After which the

clergyman joined their hands together, saying :

—

' Those whom God hath joined together, let no man

put asunder.
1

I heard no more. I sat down on the nearest bench.

What was the meaning of this sudden change ? Remember

that I had left Molly only a few hours before this, fully

resolved that she would demand an inquiry into the state-

ments and charges made in the two letters ; resolved that

she would not keep that engagement ; her admiration for

the proud, brave, noble creature, her lover, turned into

loathing.

And now—now, in the early morning, with her letter in

my pocket stating her change of purpose—I found her at

the altar, and actually married.

'Whom God hath joined together, let no man put

asunder.
1

What if the man Purdon was all that he was described ?

The priestly office confers rights and powers which are

independent of the man who holds that office. Whatever

his private wickedness, Purdon was a clergyman, and

therefore he could marry people.

Molly stood before the altar as had been arranged ; she
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wore a black silk domino ; she had on a pink silk cloak

with a hood drawn over her head, so that she was quite

covered up and concealed. But I knew her by her stature,

which was taller than the common, and by the dress, which

had been agreed upon.

Then the bridegroom offered his hand and led the bride

into the vestry. They were to sign the marriage register.

And here I rose and slunk away. I say that I slunk

away. If you like it better, I crawled away, for I was sick

at heart. The thing which I most dreaded, the marriage

of our girl to a rake and a gamester, had been actually

accomplished. Misery and ruin ; misery and ruin ; misery

and ruin would be her lot. And in my pocket was her

letter asking for explanations— and withdrawing her

promise for the morrow ! Could one believe one's

senses ?

I crawled away, ashamed for the first time in my life of

the girl I loved. Women, I said to myself, are poor, weak

creatures. They believe everything ; Lord Fylingdale

must have been with her early. He had but to deny

the whole ; she accepted the denial ; despite her resolu-

tion she walked with him to the church as the lamb goes

to the shambles. Oh, Molly ! Molly ! Who would have

believed it of you ?

I left the church and went away. I thought of going

to the Captain ; of telling my father ; of telling the Vicar

;

but it seemed like treachery, and I refrained. Instead, I

walked back to the quay, and paddled to the ship, where

presently the barges came alongside and the day's work

beaan. Fortunate it is for a man that at moments of

great unhappiness his work has to be done and he is

compelled to put aside his sorrow and to think upon his

duty. But, alas ! Poor Molly ! Who could have believed

it possible ?
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Well, you see, I did not follow this wedding to an end.

Had I gone into the vestry I should have been witness of

something very unexpected. Had not the Lady Anastasia

—who, I now understand, was tortured by jealousy

—

promised that ' something should happen P
1

The clergyman had the registers lying on the table open.

He took a pen and filled in the forms. He then offered

the pen to the bride.

' My lady,
1

he said, ' I must ask your Ladyship to sign

the register. In duplicate, if you please.
1

The bride sat down, and in a large bold hand wrote her

name, ' Mary Miller.
1

Then the bridegroom took the pen and signed * Fyling-

dale.
1

The clergyman shook the pounce box over the names

and shut up the books, which he gave to the clerk. This

officer took the books and locked them in the great trunk

which held the papers and books of the church, putting

the key in his pocket.

' And now,
1

said Mr. Purdon, ' let me congratulate my

noble patron and the newly-made Countess on this auspicious

event. I have brought with me a bottle of the finest port

the " Crown 11

possesses, and I venture to drink health,

happiness, and prosperity.
1

So saying he produced a bottle

and glasses. The bride, without saying a word, inclined

her head to the bridegroom and drank off her glass. Lord

Fylingdale, who looked, if one may say so of a bridegroom,

peevish and ill at ease, raised his glass. ' To your happi-

ness, Molly V he said.

So all was finished. ' You are going home, Molly P
1

he

asked. ' For the present—that is to say, for a day or

two, it will be best. I shall claim you very soon. There

is no one but ourselves in the vestry
1

; for the clerk, having
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locked the box and accepted the guinea bestowed upon him

by the bridegroom, was now tramping down the church

and through the porch. No one but themselves was in the

vestry or the church. ' You may, therefore, take off your

domino.
1

'As your Lordship pleases.
1 Lord Fylingdale started.

Whose voice was that ?

' As you order, I obey.
1 So the bride removed her

domino and threw back the hood.

The bridegroom started. ' What is this P
1

he cried,

furious, with certain words which were out of place in a

church.

' Lady Anastasia I

1
cried Mr. Purdon. ' Good Lord !

Then we are all undone I

1

' What does it mean ? Tell me, she-devil—what does it

mean ? Where is Molly ? But this is play-acting. This

is not a marriage.
1

' I fear, my Lord,
1

said the parson, * that it is a marriage.

The registers are in the strong-box. They cannot be

altered.
1

' Go after the clerk, man. Order him to give up the

keys. Tear the pages out of the registers.
1

' I cannot,
1

said Mr. Purdon. ' I dare not. The man

is a witness of this marriage ; he has seen the entry in the

register. I dare not alter them or destroy a single page.

I have done a great deal for your Lordship, but this thing

I cannot do. It is a marriage, I say. You are married to

the Lady Anastasia here.
1

' Talk ! talk ! Go after the man. Bring back the man.

Tear the keys from him. Silence the man ! Buy his silence !

By ! I will murder him, if I must, in order to stop his

tongue.
1

'Your Lordship forgets your bride— your happy,

smiling, innocent bride I

1
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He cursed her. He raised his hand as if to strike her

down, but forbore.

' I told you,
-1

she continued, - that in everything I was at

your service—except in one thing. Tear the registers

;

murder the clerk ; but the bride will be left. And if you

murder her as well you will be no nearer the possession of

the lovely Molly.
1

The bridegroom sank into a chair. He was terrible to

look at, for his wrath and disappointment deprived him

of the power of speech. Where was now the cold and

haughty front ? It was gone. He sat in the chair, up-

right, his face purple, his eyes starting from his head as

one who hath some kind of fit.

The clergyman, still in his white surplice, looked on and

trembled, for his old pupil was in a murderous frame of

mind. There was no knowing whom he might murder.

Besides, he had before this divined the true meaning of the

visit to Lynn ; and he foresaw ruin to himself as well as

his patron.

Lord Fylingdale turned upon him suddenly and cursed

him for a fool, an ass, a villain, a traitor. ' You are in

the plot,
1

he said. ' You knew all along. You have been

suborned.
1

' My Lord—my Lord, have patience. What could I

know ? I was bidden to be here at six to marry you. I

supposed that the bride was the fair Miss Molly. I could

not tell ; I knew nothing. The lady was in a domino. It

is irregular to be married in a domino. But your Lord-

ship wished it. What could I do P
1

' Send for the key, then, and destroy the registers.
1

' Alas ! my Lord, it is now, you may be sure, all over the

town that you have been married, and to Miss Molly.
1

' Where is Molly ? Where is Molly, then ? Why did

she keep away K
1
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The bride looked on with her mocking smile of triumph.
' You may murder rae,

1

she said, ' but you will not undo
the marriage. I have been manned, it is true, under a

false name ; but I am married none the less.
1

' You have brought ruin upon us all,'' her husband said.

'Ruin—headlong ruin. I am at my last guinea. I can

raise no more money—I have no more credit. You, your-

self, are as much discredited.
1

' If you are ruined,
1

the lady replied, ' you are rightly

punished. How many vows have you made to me ? How
many lies have you invented to keep me quiet '?

' With submission, my Lord,
1

Mr. Purdon stammered, for

terror and bewilderment held him, ' this is a bad morning's

work. Let me advise that before the town is awake we

leave the church and talk over the business in her Lady-

ship's rooms, or elsewhere. We must be in private. To
curse and to swear helps nothing ; nor does it help to talk

of a jealous revenge. Let us go.
1

It was with a tottering step, as if he was smitten with

palsy, that the bridegroom walked down the aisle. The
bride put up her domino, and threw her hood over her

head, and so with the parson, in silence, walked away from

the church to her lodging, leaving the bridegroom to come

by himself.

As yet the market people had not heard the news.

But the news spread. The clerk told his wife. 'I come

from the church,
1

he said. ' I have witnessed the marriage

of Miss Molly—Captain Crowle's Molly—with the noble

Lord who wears the star and looks so grand—a private

wedding it was. I know not why. The parson was the

Reverend Mr. Purdon, he who reads the Morning Prayers

and preaches on Sunday. 1

Then the clerk's wife, slipping on her apron—for such

folk find the shelter of the apron for their hands necessary
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in conversation—ran round to the Pump Room. No one

was there as yet, but the two dippers. To them she com-

municated the news.

Then she went on to the market and told all the people

of the town chaffering there.

At seven o'clock the Captain, walking in his garden,

was surprised by the arrival of the Horns, who stood before

the house and performed a noble flourish. ' What the

devil is that for T said the Captain. Then there arrived

the butchers, with their marrow-bones and cleavers, and

began to make their music with zeal. The Captain went

out to them. Up went their hats.

' Huzza for Miss Molly and her husband P

' Her husband ? What do you mean T
' Her husband—his Lordship—married this morning f

' What T The Captain stared in amazement. Then he

rushed into the house. Molly was in the kitchen. ' What

is this T he asked. ' The butchers are here and the Homs,

and they swear you were married this morning, Molly V

' Why, Captain, I have not been outside the door. I

am not married, I assure you, and I begin to think, now,

that I never shall be married/

The Captain went out and dismissed the musicians.

But the thing troubled him, and he was already sick at

heart on account of the last night's discourse and its dis-

coveries.



CHAPTER XXXIV

A NEW COMPACT

What followed, by invention and design of the pious

ecclesiastic, Mr. Purdon, was a villainy even greater than

that at first designed—more daring, more cruel.

The bride, accompanied by the minister officiating in

the late ceremony, walked back to her lodging. She was

still exultant in the first glow and triumph of her revenge.

He, on the other hand, walked downcast, stealthily

glancing at his companion, his big head moving sideways

like the head of a bear, his sallow cheeks paler than was

customary. The bridegroom, for his part, flung himself

into his chair, and so was carried to the lady's lodging.

A strange wedding procession !

She threw off her cloak and her domino, and stood

before her newly-made lord, her eyes bright, her face

flushed, her lips quivering. She was filled with revenge

only half satiated ; but revenge can never be wholly satis-

fied ; and she was filled with the triumph of victory.

' I have won !' she said ;
' you tried to deceive me again,

Ludovick. But I have won. You have been caught in

your own toils."'

He took the nearest chair, sitting down in silence, but

his face was dark. As she looked upon him, some of the

triumph died out of her eyes ; her cheek lost its glow ; she

began to be frightened. What would he say—or do

—
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next ? As for his Reverence, he stood close to the door as

if ready for instant flight. Indeed, there was cause for

uncertainty because the man was desperate and his sword

was at his side.

' Silence I

1

he said, ' or I may kill you.
1

Then there was silence. The other two did not speak.

The lady threw herself on the sofa, twisting her fingers

nervously.

' You have married me, you say. You shall be a happy

wife. You cannot imagine how happy you will be.
1

In a contest of tongues the woman has the best of it.

' So long as you, my Lord, enjoy the same happiness, or

even greater, I shall not repine. You intended my happi-

ness in another way.
1

' You have destroyed my last chance. It is a good

beginning.
1

'A better ending, my Lord. The fond mistress whom
you have fooled so long becomes the wife. It is not the

duty of a wife to provide for her husband. Nor will the

Countess of Fylingdale allow the Earl to enter her house.

She will want the proceeds of her bank for herself. In a

word, my Lord, you are not only my husband, but you are

now privileged to provide for yourself.''

He sprang to his feet and fell to common and violent

cursing, invoking the immediate and miraculous interven-

tion of that Power which he had all his life insulted and

defied. The lady received the torrent without a word ;

what can one say in reply to a man who only curses ?

But she was afraid of him ; his words were like blows ; the

headlong rage of the man cowed her ; she bent her head

and covered her face with her hands.

Then Mr. Purdon ventured to interfere. 'Let me
speak,

1

he said. 'The thing is done. It cannot be

undone. Would it not be better to make the best of it ?

22
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Does it help any of us—does it help your Lordship—to

revile and to threaten T

The bridegroom turned upon him savagely.

' You to speak V he said. ' You, who are too mealy-

mouthed and too virtuous even to tear up a page from a

register.
1

' I do not wish to be unfrocked, or to be sent to the

Plantations, my Lord. Meantime, it would be doing you

the worst service in the world if I were to tear out that

page.'

' Oh ! you talk—you always talk.
1

' Of old, my Lord, I have sometimes talked to some

purpose.
1

' Talk again, then. What do you mean by disservice ?

You will say next, I suppose, that this play-acting was

fortunate for me.
1

'We may sometimes turn disasters into victories. If

your Lordship will listen
1

His patron sat down again—the late storm leaving its

trace in a scowling face and twitching lips.

'Why the devil was not Molly there? How did this

woman find out ? How did she know that Molly was not

coming P
1

' I can answer these questions,
1
said the lady. ' Molly

would not come because she learned last night, just in

time, certain facts in the private life of the bride-

groom-
' What P

1

Lord Fylingdale betrayed his terror. ' She

has heard ? What has she heard 'f He had not, as you

have read, received Molly's letter, nor had he opened the

Captain's letter. Therefore, he knew nothing.

' She has heard more than enough. You have lost your

bride and her fortune. I might have warned you, but I

preferred to take her place.
1
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' What has she heard P
1

' Apparently, all that there is to be heard. Not, of

course, all that could be told if Mr. Purdon were to speak.

Merely things of public notoriety. That you are a

gambler and a rake ; that you have ruined many ; that

you are ruined yourself. Oh ! Quite enough for a girl of

her class to learn. In our rank we want much more before

we turn our back upon a man. I, myself, know much
more. Yet I have married you.

1

' She has heard
1 Lord Fylingdale repeated.

' Dear, dear V said the parson. ' All this is most un-

fortunate—most unfortunate. Your Lordship has already

lost your bride—lost her,
1

he repeated ;
' lost her—and

her fortune. Is there no way out P
1

' Who brought these reports ? Show me the man I

1

' Ta-ta-ta ! You need not bluster, Ludovick. Reports

of this kind are in the air ; they cling to your name ; they

travel with you. What ? The notorious Lord Fyling-

dale ! They have come, you see, at last, even to this un-

fashionable corner of the island. They are here, although

we have done so much to declare your virtues. Acknow-
ledge that you have been fortunate so far.

1

' Are these reports your doing, madam ? Is this a part

of your infernal jealousy P
1

4
I do not know who put them about. It is not likely I

should start such reports—especially after the scandal at

Bath. I am, in fact, like his Reverence here, too much
involved myself. Oh ! we have beautiful characters—all

three of us.
1

« Who told Molly P
1

' I say that I know nothing. She has been warned.

That is all I can tell you, and she has been advised to take

no further steps until full explanations have been made
in answer to these rumours.

1

22—2
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1 Full explanations,
1

repeated Mr. Purdon. ' Dear,

dear ! Most unfortunate ! most unfortunate I

1

' Your Lordship can refer to his Reverence here, or to

the admirable Semple ; or to the immaculate Sir Harry

;

or to the Colonel—that man of nice and well-known honour

—for your character. But who will give them a character ?

Understand,' she said, facing him, ' you had lost your bride

before you got out of bed this morning. Your only chance

now is to imitate the example of Tom Rising and to

carry her off. And she will then stick a knife between

your ribs, as she intended to do to that worthy gentle-

man. But no. I forgot. You cannot do that, for you

are already married.''

His Reverence again interposed. ' With submission, my

Lord, some explanations will be asked. It will not, cer-

tainly, be convenient to offer any. There is, however, one

way—and only one—that I can suggest.
1 He looked at

the Lady Anastasia. 'It will be, perhaps, at first, dis-

tasteful to her Ladyship. It has, however, the very great

advantage of securing the fortune, which, I take it, is what

your Lordship chiefly desires. As regards the girl, she is

in point of manners and appearance so far beneath your

Lordship's notice that we need not consider her in the

matter.
1

' I care nothing about the girl, but hang me if I under-

stand one single syllable of what you mean, or how you

can secure the fortune without the girl.
1

' It is not always necessary to carry your wife about

with you. She might be left with her friends. A marriage

without settlement places, I believe, a woman's fortune

absolutely in the hands of her husband.
1

Neither of his listeners made the least sign of under-

standing what he meant.

' Strange I

1

he said. ' I should have thought that this
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way would have been seized upon immediately. It is

wonderful that you do not understand/

' Pray, Mr. Purdon,
1

said the lady, ' do not credit me,

at least, with the power of following your mind in all its

crookedness.
1

' Let us consider the situation. I was somewhat sur-

prised when your Lordship instructed me to come to this

place. Surprised and suspicious. Naturally, I kept my
eyes open. I very soon discovered what was proposed.

Here was a girl whom Semple had represented to your

Lordship as a great heiress. You want an heiress at this

juncture. I followed the course of events with satisfaction.

You were civil to the girl when all the company trampled

upon her ; you were affable to the old fool, her guardian
;

you made private and personal inquiry into her fortune
;

you succeeded in representing yourself as a man of virtue

and high principle—all this was cleverly managed. But

you made one mistake. You concealed your true inten-

tions from the Lady Anastasia.
1

' It was her infernal jealousy. Why couldn't she let

me marry the girl and leave her in Gloucestershire—out

of the way T
' A great mistake. I thought that my pupil knew the

sex better. Jealousy, my Lord, supposes love ; and love

can always be directed into the other channel of submission.

Well, the marriage was arranged
; you had already taken

the precaution of getting a license. Then, at the last

moment, these sinister reports began. How far they can

be explained away—how many others they involve ; how
many scandals they revive—we know not. But explana-

tion—explanation—no, no—that would be the devil P

' Go on, man. You talk for ever.
1

' Had these reports been delayed but a single day—had

they arrived after the marriage V



342 THE LADY OF LYNN

' But they arrived before the marriage.
1

' Quite so ; which brings me to my proposal. Here you

are—at your last guinea. So am I. You can raise no

more money. If I were not your domestic chaplain I

should be in the King's Bench. I have lived on your

bounty for ten years and more. I hoped to go on with

the same support. To be sure, I have earned my money.

I have been of service on many occasions, but I am grate-

ful, and I would, if I could, for the sake of old times, assist

your Lordship on this occasion."
1

' I want all the assistance I can get. That is quite

certain.
1

'And I want all the money I can get. I always in-

tended, somehow or other, to get a slice of this pudding.

If I put it into your Lordship's power to claim and to seize

upon this fortune, which seems to have been snatched out

of your hands at the last moment, I must have my share.
1

' Your share ? What do you call your share P
1

' Twelve thousand pounds.
1

' Twelve thousand devils I

1

' You can get nothing without me. If you refuse I can,

at least, tell everybody the pleasant truth about this

morning's work, and how the biter was bit.
1

' Go on with your proposal, then.
1

' You will give me a promise—a bill, if you like, payable

in two months—you will not be able to get through all

that money in two months—for twelve thousand pounds.
1

' It is a monstrous sum. But, on condition that you

place this girl's fortune in my hands—however, it is im-

possible. Well, you shall have my promise—on my honour

as a peer.
1 He placed his right hand upon his heart.

The clergyman grinned. ' Your Lordship gives me

more than I dare to ask. It is a bill—a written document

—not a promise, even on your honour as a peer. Give me
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that and I will show you the way. Stay—nothing can be

clone without me—I will tell you my scheme before you

sign that paper. Now, listen—you had already lost your

bride when you arrived at the church. Her Ladyship most

fortunately
'

k How, sir, most fortunately T

'A moment. Madam saw her way to the revenge of

jealousy. She took the place of the bride. And she was

married as Miss Molly ; she signed the name of Molly

Miller ; the license was in that name. The clerk who was

present has, I am sure, already carried the news all over

the place. We have the evidence, therefore, of the bride-

groom, the parson, the clerk, the license, the registers.

Who is to prove that the real Molly was at home all the

time ? Captain Crowle, perhaps, though I doubt it. The

girl herself—but who will believe her? My Lord, you

have married Miss Molly, and not the Lady Anastasia.
1

' What then T
' You have only to claim your bride.'

' Sir ! You forget that I am the bride,
1 Lady Anastasia

interposed quickly.

Mr. Purdon bowed and smiled, rubbing his hands softly.

'With submission, madam. I do not advise that his

Lordship should carry her off, nor that he should claim

her ad mcnsam et thorum, as we scholars say. His principles

would not, I am sure, allow that he should carry off an

unmarried woman. Not at all. He will leave her with

her friends. Indeed, he would prefer to do so. I suggest

only that we should proclaim the marriage and lay hands

upon the fortune.
,

' She is to be the Countess. And what am I to be P
1

' His Lordships best friend. You will rescue him in his

deepest need ; you will restore him to affluence ; it will be

a service, madam, of the purest and most disinterested
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affection, instead of an ugly and ruinous revenge. Heavens !

Can you hesitate ?'

Thus did he gloss over the villainy, so that the poor

woman almost believed that she was entering upon a

course of virtuous benevolence, and, as the man said, a

service of love.

' But the girl—Molly. She will not consent to be a

Countess in name.''

' She and her friends will protest ; but they will be over-

borne ; meantime, she has the virtue and pride of her

station. Will she even consent, do you think, to call

herself a Countess when she is not married? Why, we

actually make a ladder for ourselves to climb thereby, out

of her virtue."'

He looked at the lady no longer stealthily, but full in

the face, with a smile, as if he was proposing a scheme of

the noblest kind ; as if there was nothing to be hidden,

and no perjuries to be advanced.

Lord Fylingdale, too, turned to her with a face of in-

quiry and doubt.

' What is your Lordship's opinion P
1

1 It is a scheme of great audacity. It will require bold

handling.
1

' It shall be boldly handled, if I may advise."

' It is certain to be resisted with the utmost indigna-

tion.
1

' Of that there is no doubt. But the end is also certain.

Nothing can withstand the evidence of our case. It is so

clear that I myself am of opinion that the bride was

actually Miss Molly.
1

They both looked at Lady Anastasia, who made no

response—her eyes were in her lap.

' The truth will lie with us three,
1

the tempter went on.

' Only with us three. Neither of us will reveal it.'
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'As regards jealousy, Anastasia, the girl will be here,

and everything will continue just as before.''

She threw up her arms and sprang to her feet. ' Oh f

she cried, ' it is the most monstrous villainy.''

' We need not think of the girl. We must think of

ourselves."
1

' A service of love,"
1 murmured Mr. Purdon, ' a beautiful,

a noble service of love I

1

' The fortune is immense, Anastasia. It is ridiculous

that the girl should have so much. We will leave her a

competence. Besides, there are the jewels.
1

Lady Anastasia gasped.

'You yourself will adorn these jewels. It will be my

greatest pleasure to atone for my ill-judged deception by

giving you all those jewels—the diamonds, the rubies, the

chains of pearls, and all the rest of the pretty glittering

things.
1 He took her hands, the parson looking on all the

time as a physician looks on at a blood-letting or an opera-

tion. 'What can that girl do with jewels? They shall

all be yours. Forgive me, Anastasia, and let us again work

together as we have already done—you and I—with no

more jealousy and no more suspicions.
1

He kissed her hand. His manner was changed almost

suddenly ; he became soft, caressing, and persuasive. It

was the old charm which the poor lady could never resist.

She suffered him to hold her hand ; she allowed him to kiss

her hand ; her eyes grew humid.

' Oh ? she murmured, ' I must do everything you ask,

Ludovick, if you are only kind.
1

' How can I be anything but kind T he replied, with a

smile. ' You must forget and forgive. The thought that

all I had schemed and planned for was torn from me—and

by you, Anastasia—by you—was too much. My mind was

upset ; I know not what I said. Forgive me !'
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' Oh, Ludovick ! I forgive.
1

'And the jewels shall atone—the lovely jewels. Yon

shall have them all.'

' You will truly give me the jewels P
1

' Truly, my Anastasia. After all, we are man and wife.

Henceforth we shall only live for each other. Your happi-

ness shall be mine. The jewels shall be yours.'
1

She yielded ; she fell into his arms. There was a

complete, a touching reconciliation !

' I agree, then, Purdon,' said his Lordship. ' We both

agree. It remains only to choose the best time, the best

place, the best manner.''

' Let it be the boldest manner ; the most public place ;

before the largest company. Let there be no mistake pos-

sible. Leave this to me, my Lord. Twelve thousand

pounds. Your Ladyship will oblige me with pen, ink, and

paper ? I may point out
1

(he turned to his former pupil

with an ugly grin) ' that if this promise, or bond, or bill

is not met I shall proclaim the whole business from the

housetop.

'

In other words, Lord Fylingdale was going to declare

that it was Molly, and none other, who was married that

morning at six o'clock, and to assume the rights and

powers of a husband. So that the news of his evil reputa-

tion came, after all, too late to be of any use. And as

for explanations, who would have the right to ask any

explanations of a married man on behalf of his wife ?



CHAPTER XXXV

' W H A T n O E S I T M E A N T

Fortune was with the conspirators. Everything helped

them. First of all, the dippers whispered the news as a

profound, secret. Then it was whispered about the Pump

Room as a profound secret. Then it was carried to the

confectioner's ; to the bookshop ; to the coffee-houses

;

to the taverns ; to the Gardens ; and talked about as an

event and not a secret at all. It was, indeed, extra-

ordinary that a nobleman of Lord Fylingdale's rank and

fortune should stoop to marry the daughter of a plain

merchant of Lynn ; a homely creature, as the ladies de-

clared ; one who had no manners, and was actually

ignorant of the polite world. It was said that she was

rich. Could the Earl of Fylingdale stoop to pick up her

paltry fortune? What was the attraction, then? A
bouncing figure ; big hands and strong arms ; fine eyes,

perhaps, and there an end ; for the rest, a mere common

girl, no better than dozens like herself. Some there were

who whispered a word of ugly import in the country. ' It

must be witchcraft ! Surely,
1

they said, ' this unfortunate

young man has been bewitched. Someone, perhaps the

negress, has exercised spells over him to his destruction.

The pity of it ! The pity of it ! It will be three genera-

tions, at least, before the stain of this alliance can be wiped

out of the family pedigree.
-
'
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The Vicar heard the rumour. He hastened at once to

find out the truth from the person most certain, as he

thought, to know the facts, namely, Molly herself.

* I am to congratulate you, Molly,
1

he said, ' or must I

call you the Countess of Fylingdale P
1

' I am certainly not a Countess/ she replied. ' Why, the

Horns came here at seven this morning and the butchers

with them, all to congratulate me. What does it

mean P
1

' Then it is not true, Molly ? Heavens ! how glad

I am P

' Why, certainly not. I wrote to Lord Fylingdale last

night. I told him I should not be at the church this

morning, as I had promised.''

' Then—is it not true ? May I contradict the report P
1

' If you please, sir. Did you see Jack last night after

he left me ?
' We did. And we learned your resolution. Therefore

I was the more astonished.
1

' Oh, sir ! Pray do not think that I would marry a rake

for a title which I do not want and should not adorn.
1

' Heavens ! My dear Molly, what a load you lift from

my heart I

1

So he went away. Outside, in the streets, he met the

clerk of St. Nicholas. i What is all this,
1

he said, ' about

a marriage early this morning P
1

'Why, sir, it is no secret, I believe. Miss Molly was

married at six o'clock to Lord Fylingdale. I was present,

and gave away the bride.
1

' Are we dreaming ? Are we in our right senses ? You
say, man, that Miss Molly was married this morning—this

very morning—to Lord Fylingdale. By whom P
1

' By his Reverence Mr. Purdon.
1

' By Mr. Purdon ? Was the marriage duly celebrated P
1
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' Surely, sir. They were married by license ; and the

marriage is entered in the registers.'

' Come to the church and show me the registers.
1

The clerk led the way to the vestry and opened the

great trunk. There lay the books of the registers. He

took them out and showed the entries. Yes ; there was

no doubt possible. There were the two signatures, 'Fyling-

dale
1

and ' Mary Miller,' with the clerk as witness and the

signature of ' Benjamin Purdon, Clerk in Orders,
1

as the

officiating minister.

'Now,
1
said the Vicar, sitting down, 'what does this

mean P
1

As for myself, I also heard the news. It was brought

on board by Captain Jaggard. ' I could have wished,
1

he

said, ' that Captain Crowle had seen his way to marry the

girl to some honest man of the place—to you, Jack, or

some other. I suppose she is too rich for a merchant or a

simple sailor. Pity ! Pity ! This noble Lord will take

her away, and we shall see her no more.
1

I did not think it necessary to tell him that I was my-

self an eye-witness of the wedding, but, as soon as I could

get away, I went ashore to learn what was said and

reported.

At my father's house behind the school I found the

Vicar in a strangely bewildered mind. ' Molly,
1

he said,

* flatly denies the marriage.
1

' Molly denies ?' I was amazed.

' And the clerk swears that he gave her away ; the

registers are duly entered. What does this mean ? What
does this mean P

1

I stared, and for a time made no reply. Molly to utter

a falsehood ? The thing was incredible. Yet what was I

to think ?

* Sir,
1

I said, ' I remembered, early this morning, that I
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had forgotten Molly's letter to Lord Fylingdale. I

hastened ashore, hoping to be in time to stop his going

to the church. I was too late. I hurried on to the church.

To my amazement the wedding-service was at the moment

being read by Mr. Purdon, and I saw, with my own eyes,

Molly, wrapped in her pink cloak, the hood over her head,

married to Lord Fylingdale. You cannot think that I was

deceived.'

' Why, the thing grows more and more mysterious.

Given the fact that Lord Fylingdale is a reprobate, with

no principle and no religion, yet he would not pass off

another woman as Molly. She would have to be a woman

of the vilest character. I do not think there is a woman

in Lynn who could be persuaded to such an act of villainy.

No, it is impossible ; the clerk could not be deceived ; the

clergyman—to be sure, he is a fit companion for the bride-

groom—would not—could not—stoop so low. Think,

Jack. Molly stoutly declares that she has not left the

house for any purpose whatever. That is a plain asser-

tion. Then we have the evidence of yourself, of the clerk,

of the registers, and of the two whose evidence might not

be considered trustworthy— the bridegroom and the

minister. I do not understand. You say that Molly

was dressed in a cloak that you recognised ?'

' In her pink silk cloak, such as she throws over her

shoulders at the Assembly.''

' There is no escape, I fear—no escape that I can see.

What does it mean? Why does Molly make this asser-

tion ? She must know that it cannot undo the wedding."'

' I cannot so much as guess. Molly is the most candid

and the most truthful of women. She cannot lie. It is

impossible. There must be some dreadful mistake."
1

' She is, as you say, of a most truthful nature. Yet

—

how to explain ? What does it mean ?'
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' I saw her hand placed in the bridegroom's, and I heard

the words. Then, for my heart sank, I came away.
-1

' Tell me again. When you left her last night, she was

fully resolved not to keep her promise.
1

'She was fully resolved, I say. I have her letter—the

letter which she wrote with my help, the letter which I

ought to have sent to his Lordship.
1

I lugged it out of my pocket ; the Vicar read it.

' Humph,1

he said, ' it is written as if by a supercargo

—

but that matters nothing. The meaning of it is plain.

Her resolution is fixed. She was agitated, Jack.
1

' Naturally she was agitated at finding the man, whom

she was to marry out of respect and not for love, was

unworthy of the least respect.
1

' She was agitated. That was, as you say, natural. She

had in her mind, at the same time, the promise to meet

her accepted lover at the church at six in the morning.

We must remember that. Now, it is difficult to under-

stand a more serious blow to the mind of a young girl

than to be told suddenly, without the least preparation

for it, that the man she is to marry is not what she

believed him to be ; not, that is, a man of honour, not a

man of virtue, not a man whose conduct is governed by

principle. I say that this knowledge may fall upon a

woman in such a manner as to distract her for a time.
1

'Hut Molly was not in the least distracted.
1

k Not in your judgment. Could you have followed her

to the lonely chamber, Jack, you might have witnessed a

scene of strange distraction in which contempt took the

place of respect ; loathing of love ; and enmity in place of

gratitude. In a word, you would have seen a transforma-

tion of the girl. Had you watched her through the night

you would have seen the sleeplessness and the restlessness

caused by these emotions ; you would have seen, perhaps,
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with the early morning Nature asserting herself and the

girl dropping asleep. After an hour or two she awakes,

her mind not yet recovered ; she remembers her promise,

but not her refusal to keep it ; she dresses mechanically

;

she steps out of the house unseen; she meets the man

—

he had not received her letter— she goes through the

ceremony with him. She returns home, mounts to her

room, still without being observed, and again falls asleep.

When she awakes there is no memory in her mind of the

wedding-service, nor any recollection of what had taken

place. There would be left nothing but the memory of

last night's revelations.
1

He went on to fortify his theory with an abundance of

examples taken from antiquity, and from books in which

persons have been known to do strange things while seem-

ingly broad awake and in their senses, who, afterwards,

remembered nothing. ' I can even understand,
1
he said,

' a man committing a crime in this unconscious manner,

who, in his sane moments, would be incapable of any

wickedness. Is this what was formerly called demoniac

possession ? If so, it is a truly dreadful thing, and one

against which we ought to pray.
1

The explanation seemed, at least, one that accounted

for Molly's strange denial of a simple fact.

' We will leave it so," he said. ' I will go and talk to

Captain Crovvle about it, though I doubt whether the

Captain can be made to understand these nice distinctions

between things as they are and things as they seem. It is,

from every point of view, most unfortunate. The poor

girl is now the wife of a villain. What will happen to

her nobody knows as yet. Nor do I see how we can

protect her.
1

Accordingly, he laid the matter before the Captain, but

failed in persuading him.
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' No, sir,' he said ;
' there is villainy abroad. I know

not of what kind. There is villainy, and there are villains.

Molly is not married. She was not out of the house this

moraine at all. She was with her mother in the still-

room. Besides, do you believe it possible for a woman

not to know whether she is married or not T

' Captain, I cannot understand it, except by my theory

that
'

' He shan't have her, whatever he says. What ? Should

I suffer my girl—my ward—to go to him, and that

unmarried ? Say no more, Vicar—say no more P

Thinking over the Vicar's distinctions about things as

they are and things as they seem, a sudden objection

occurred to me.
v If Molly was actually married, whether she remembered

it afterwards or not, what became of the wedding-ring T

To this objection I could find no reply. And so the

Vicar's explanation, in my mind, fell to the ground, and I

was as much at sea as ever. For Molly, who was always

as true and candid as a mirror, was now . . . but I could

not put the thing into words.



CHAPTER XXXVI

A DAY OF FATE

This was the day when all the villainy came to a head and

did. its worst and met with the first instalment of exposure.

I have told you what was done at the church and what

was our own bewilderment, not knowing what to believe

or how to explain things. For my own part, though I

might have guessed, because I had discovered the jealousy

of Lady Anastasia, yet the truth, even the possibility of

the truth, never came into my head. I had no manner of

doubt, in my own mind, that it was Molly herself, and

none other, whom I saw standing as a bride at the altar

rails with Lord Fylingdale for a bridegroom. The fact, I

say, admitted of no dispute. Yet, why should Molly change

her mind ? And why should she deny the fact ?

I sought her at the house. I begged her to come into

the garden and to talk with me privately. Then I asked

those two questions. Her answer to both of them was

most amazing.

'Jack,'' she said, 'I know not what you mean. I have

not changed my mind. It is impossible for me to marry

a man of whom such things can be said unless he can

prove that they are false. How can you think that I

have changed my mind ? As regards this talk about an

early wedding, what do I know about it ? At six o'clock
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I was in the kitchen with my mother and Nigra. I have

not been out of the house at all.
1

Then I persisted. I asked her if she could have gone

out and had perhaps forgotten.

' Forgotten I

1

she repeated scornfully. ' Do you suppose

that a woman could by any possibility forget her own

wedding? But what is it, Jack? What is in your

mind ?'

Then I told her. ' Molly,
1

I said, « last night I forgot

your letter. There was so much to think and talk about

with these disclosures that I forgot. This morning I

remembered. Then I hurried ashore. I ran to the

"Crown 11

; it was just upon six. I was too late. His

Lordship had gone out in a chair. I ran to the church.

It was just after six. The doors were open ; I heard

voices. I went in, Molly—do not say that I am dreaming

—I saw you—you, I say—you, yourself—with your pink

silk cloak, the hood pulled over your head, a domino to

hide your face—just as had been arranged.
1

' You saw me, Jack ? You saw me ? How could you

see me ?
1

'And your hand was in Lord Fylingdale's, and Mr.

Pardon was pronouncing the words which made you his

wife : "Whom God hath joined together, let no man put

asunder.
11

1

She stared at me with blank amazement.

' In my pink silk cloak ? Jack, are you in your right

mind, or is it I myself who am gone distraught ?'

' Indeed, I know not which.
1

' Did you speak to me ? Did you congratulate the

bride, Jack P
1

' No ; I was sick and sorry, Molly. I went out of the

church. The clerk, however, has been telling the story of

this private marriage all over the town. Everybody

23—2



356 THE LADY OF LYNN

knows it. The marriage is duly entered in the registers.

It was a marriage by the Archbishop's license. The man
Purdon may be all that the Vicar's letter exposed, but the

marriage was in order.
1

Molly said nothing for a while. Then she said gently :

' The letter from the bookseller, your cousin, spoke of

Lord Fylingdale as ruined. If he were to marry a woman

with money it would become his own.
1

' I believe that there are sometimes letters—bills of

lading, or whatever they are called—which give the wife

the control of her own property ; otherwise, everything

becomes her husband's.
1

' AVhy did he wish to marry me ? There was never a

gleam of love in his eye—nor a note of love in his voice.

Why—except that he might get my money P
1

' That is, I am convinced, the reason.
1

' Villainy—villainy—villainy ! Jack, this is a conspiracy.

Some woman has been made to play my part. Then he

will claim me as his wife, and lay hands upon all that

I have.
1

' No, Molly, he shall not, while you have friends.
1

'Friends cannot help where the law orders otherwise.

So much I know, Jack. Yet you can do one thing for me,

you can protect me from the man. He must not take me

away.
1

' All Lynn will fight for you.
1

' Jack, I want more ; I want all Lynn to believe me.

You have known me all my life. Am I capable of such

a change of mind ? Am I capable of so monstrous a false-

hood as to steal out to marry this man and then to declare

that I have never left the house ? Oh, the villain ! the

villain I

1 Her cheek was aflame ; her eyes flashed.

I seized her hand. ' Molly,
1

I cried, ' they shall all

believe you. I will tell the truth everywhere.
1
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Just then the garden door was thrown open and Sam

Semple appeared. With a smiling face and a bending

knee he advanced, bowing low.

' Permit me to offer congratulations to the Countess of

Fylingdale.
1

' I am not a Countess. I am plain Molly Miller.
1

Sam looked disconcerted and puzzled. I perceived that,

plot or no plot, he had no hand in it.

' I am come,
1

he said, ' from his Lordship
'

' I have nothing to do with his Lordship.
1

' Surely, madam—surely, my Lady—there is some mis-

understanding. I am sent by his Lordship with his com-

pliments to ask when it will be convenient for the Countess

to receive him.
1

' You have been informed, I suppose, that I was married

to him this morning P
1

' Certainly, my lady.
1

'Then go back to Lord Fylingdale and tell him that

he is a villain and a liar; that I have learned his true

character ; that I am not married to him ; and that if he

ventures to molest me my friends will protect me. Give

him that message, sir, word for word.
1

' I believe, Sam,
1
1 said, for his discomfiture and bewilder-

ment made him reel and stagger, ' that you have no hand

in this new villainy. It was you, however who brought

that man to Lynn, knowing his true character and his

antecedents. Let us never see your face here again. Go

;

if I thought you were in this new plot, I would serve you

again as the Captain served you three years ago.
1

He went away without another word.

Then the Captain came home, his face troubled.

' I know not,
1

he said, * what has happened in this place.

I have seen Lord Fylingdale. I told him of the charges

and accusations.
1
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« Well ? Did he deny them P'

' He denied nothing, and he admitted nothing. He says

that you married him this morning, Molly.
1

' I know. He has sent Sam Semple here with the same

story. Captain, you believe me, do you not ?'

' Believe you, Molly ? Why, if I did not believe you, I

should believe nothing. Believe you ? My dear, I would

as soon doubt the Prayer Book. 1 He laid his hand upon

her arm and the tears came into his eyes. ' My dear, I

have been an old fool. But I did it for the best. He
says that you are his wife. Let him come and take you

—

if he can V

' It is not Molly that he would take, it is Molly's

fortune.
1

' Why, sir,
1
she said, ' if he takes the whole and wastes

and dissipates it, so long as he does not take me, what

does it matter P
1

Then the Vicar came again, and the whole of the

business had to be discussed again. At first, he adhered

to his theory of unconscious action, because a scholar always

likes to explain every theory by examples chosen from

Latin and Greek authors. He had looked up several more

stories of the kind from I know not what folio volumes in

his library, and came prepared to defend his opinion. But

the absolute certainty of Molly's assertion ; the evidence

of her mother, who declared that Molly had been working

with her since half-past five ; the firm belief of the Captain

;

and my own change of opinion and the possibility of decep-

tion shook him. Finally, he abandoned his learned view,

and adopted our more modern explanation of the case, viz.,

that the marriage was a sham, and that the woman was

some creature suborned to personate Molly.

' But what woman can she be T asked the Vicar. ' She

can write. I have seen the registers ; she has signed in
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a full, round hand, without bad spelling. The woman,

therefore, is educated. My dear, we may perhaps find the

woman. My worthy and pious brother in Orders is most

certainly in the conspiracy. Where there are three one is

generally a traitor. To begin with, the scheme is both

bold and dangerous. It is the first step towards obtaining

a large sum of money under false pretences. Their necks

are in danger, even the neck of a noble Earl.''

' It is inconceivable,' he went on, after a little reflection,

' how a woman could be found to play such a part. She

must be the mistress of the Earl ; no other could be

trusted.'

' What should be done meantime ?'

' We must meet the enemy on his own ground. He

spreads abroad the report that he married Molly this

morning. We must publicly and openly deny the fact.

Captain, there will be a large company at the Assembly

this evening. You will take Molly there. I will go with

you. Jack shall put on his Sunday best, and shall also go

with us. We must be prepared for an impudent claim,

and we must be ready with a prompt denial. Let us court

publicity.'

This was clearly the best advice possible. We were left

unmolested all the afternoon, though the Captain made

me stay as a kind of garrison in case of any attempt at

abduction being made.

In the evening, Molly, in her chair and dressed in her

finery, was carried to the Gardens, while the Captain, the

Vicar, and myself formed a bodyguard.

We arrived after the dancing had begun. Lady

Anastasia was looking on, but her court of ladies and

young men, for some reason, seemed to have melted away.

She stood almost alone, save for the support of the old
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beau, Sir Harry. The Colonel was also with her. And
the Reverend Benjamin Purdon stood behind her.

The music was in the gallery at the end of the Long

Room ; the dancing was carried on in the middle. Lady

Anastasia was standing on the right of the gallery ; most

of the company on the left. Molly, with the Captain, and

followed by the Vicar and myself, turned to the left.

On her entrance all eyes were fixed upon the newly-made

Countess. She had come without her lord. Was this part

of the secret—a secret known to all the world ? Or was

his Lordship before the whole company about to lead his

bride to the first place, as became her newly acquired rank ?

Some of the ladies regarded her with looks of hatred, the

successors of the looks of scorn with which they had at

first welcomed her. Most of them, however, were kindly :

a tale of love always meets with a friendly reception ; not

a woman in the place but would have taken her place with

joy unmeasured ; as no other woman could, they were

ready to accept their fate and to make friends with the

successful and the fortunate winner of so great a prize !

It was a great prize, indeed, if they only knew !

The minuets were over and the country dances were

about to begin when Lord Fylingdale arrived, followed,

as usual, by his secretary. He stood at the door, he

looked around ; then, with the cold pride which never

failed him, he stepped across the room and bowed low to

Molly. ' Madam, 1

he said, 'with your permission, we will

dance this country dance together before I take you away

with me.
1

' My Lord,
1

replied Molly aloud, so that the whole

company heard and trembled, ' I shall not dance with you

this evening, nor on any other evening.
1

' She will never again dance with you, my Lord ; nor

will she hold any discourse with you ; nor will she willingly
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admit you to her presence.
1

It was the Vicar who spoke,

because the man and the occasion proved too much for the

good old Captain, who could only roll thunderously between

his teeth things more fitted for the quelling of a mutiny

than for dealing with such a man as his Lordship.

'Pray, sir,
1

said Lord Fylingdale, stepping back, 'what

is the meaning of this? Pray, madam,1 he turned to

Mollv, 'what is the meaning of this sudden change?

Captain Crowle, have I, or have I not, the right to claim

my wife ?
1

The Vicar stepped forward and confronted him. His

tall, thin figure, his long cassock, his thin and ascetic face,

contrasted with the over-haughtiness of his adversary.

' My Lord,
1

he asked, 'how long has this lady been your

wife V
' We were married,

1

he said, ' at six o'clock this morning,

by the Reverend Mr. Benjamin Purdon, who is here to

bear witness to the fact. The wedding was private at my
request, because, as you may perhaps believe, I was not

anxious to join in the wedding feast with a company of

boors, bumpkins, and sailors.
1

' Ladies and gentlemen '—the Vicar raised his voice and

by a gesture silenced the orchestra—' I have to lay before

you a conspiracy which I believe is unparalleled in any

history. You are aware that Lord Fylingdale, who stands

before you, came to the Spa a few weeks ago for purposes

best known to himself. You will also doubtless remember

that certain persons, who arrived before him, were loud in

his praises. He was said by them to be a model of all the

virtues. I will not repeat the things that were said
'

' All this,
1

said Lord Fylingdale, ' is beside the mark. I

come to claim my wife.
1

' Among those who accepted these statements for gospel

was Captain Crowle, the guardian of the young lady beside
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me. It was to him a great honour to be admitted to

converse with so distinguished a nobleman and to be per-

mitted to consult with him as to the affairs of his ward.

He even informed his Lordship of the extent of the lady's

fortune, which is far greater than was generally understood.

Thereupon his Lordship began to pay attention of a marked

character. You have all, I believe, remarked these atten-

tions. Then came the attempted abduction and the lady's

rescue by Lord Fylingdale. After this he formally offered

his hand and his rank to the lady. The honour seemed

very great. He was accepted. He then engaged the lady

to undertake a private marriage without festivities, to

which she consented. She promised, in fact, to be married

at St. Nicholas"
1 Church this very morning at six

o'clock.'

' All this,' said Lord Fylingdale coldly, ' is quite true.

Yet why you detain the company by the narrative I do

not understand. The lady kept her promise. I met her

at the place and time appointed. We were married.

Once more, Captain Crowle, I claim my wife.'

' Ladies and gentlemen,"' the Vicar continued, ' there is

but one reply to the last statement, for the lady did not

keep her engagement."'

' Sir,' his Lordship advanced a step, ' are you aware of

the meaning of your words ? Do you assert that I was not

married at that time and in that place ?'

The Reverend Benjamin Purdon advanced. ' Sir,' he

addressed the Vicar, ' like his Lordship, I am amazed at

these words. Why, sir, I myself, at six o'clock this

morning, performed the marriage service, as prescribed by

the Church, for the Right Honourable the Earl of Fyling-

dale and Miss Mary Miller.'

By this time the company were crowding round eagerly

listening. No one could understand what had happened.
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The bridegroom claimed his bride ; the bride's friends

denied that she was married.

' Yesterday,
1

the Vicar went on, ' there arrived, simul-

taneously, three letters ; one of them, an anonymous letter,

was addressed to Captain Crowle ; one, from a respectable

bookseller in London, was addressed to Mr. Pentecrosse,

master of the Grammar School ; and one, from a certain

fellow of his college at Cambridge, was addressed to me.

All these letters, together, contained charges which show

how deeply we have been deceived.

'

' Have a care ! Have a care P said Lord Fylingdale.

At that moment another arrival took place. It was

Tom Rising, the wounded man. He was pale and weak

;

he leaned upon the arm of two gentlemen ; he was followed

by a figure strange indeed in a polite Assembly.

' By these letters and other sources,'' the Vicar continued,

' I learn—first as to the noble Lord's friends—the following

particulars. Pray give me your attention.

' I find that the Lady Anastasia Langston hath been

lately presented by the Grand Jury of Middlesex for

keeping a house riotous, of great extravagance, luxury,

idleness, and ill fame. She is third on the list. The

first,"' the Vicar read from a paper, ' is the Lady Mording-

ton and her gaming-house in Covent Garden ; the second

is the Lady Castle and her gaming-house, also in Covent

Garden ; and the third is the Lady Anastasia Langston

and her gaming-house, in or near Hanover Square, all in

this county.

' I am informed that Lady Anastasia hath held a bank

every night in this place to the hurt and loss of many.

' I turn next to the case of the Reverend Benjamin

Purdon, who stands before you. He was the tutor of Lord

Fylingdale ; he is described as the companion of his vices

;

he was the cause last year of a grievous scandal at Bath
;
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he is the author of a ribald piece of verse by which he has

corrupted many. No Bishop would sanction his acceptance

of the smallest preferment.'

' This is very surprising,' said Mr. Purdon, shaking his

big head. ' But we shall see, we shall see, immediately.'

' There are next, the two gentlemen known as Sir Harry

Malyns and Colonel Lanyon. Their occupation is to act

as decoy ducks ; to lure young men to the gaming-table,

and to plunder them when they are caught.'

Both these gentlemen started, but neither replied.

' I now come to the noble Lord before me. He is a

most notorious profligate ; he shares in Lady Anastasia's

gaming-house ; he has long since been refused admittance

into the houses of persons of honour ; he is an inveterate

gambler ; he has ruined his own estate—sold the family

plate and pictures, library, everything ; he is, at this

moment, unable to borrow or raise the smallest sum of

money. The Fleet and the King's Bench Prisons are full

of the unfortunate tradesmen who trusted him and the

young rakes whom he has ruined.

' Ladies and gentlemen, this was the story which reached

us yesterday, fortunately, in time. Miss Molly broke off

her promise, and wrote to his Lordship for explanations.

Captain Crowle called upon his Lordship this morning for

explanations. He was met with derision ; he was told that

he was too late, the young lady was already married

—

there was no necessity for any explanations.'

The company murmured. Voices were raised demanding

explanations.

Said his Lordship, coldly, ' These inventions need no

reply. I claim my wife.'

' She is not your wife,' said the Vicar. ' We are ready

to prove that at six o'clock the young lady was already

engaged with her mother in the still-room, or in some
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other occupations. Of that there is no doubt possible.

But'—and here he lifted a warning finger, but his Lordship

paid no attention—' there was a wedding early this morn-

ing: His reverence Mr. Pardon performed the service ;

the wedding was in the name of Mary Miller as bride ; the

registers are signed " Mary Miller."" This is, therefore, a

conspiracy.
1

' You talk nonsense,
1

said his Lordship, who certainly

carried it oft' with an amazing assurance. ' I claim my

wife. Once more, madam, will you come with me T

' I am not your wife.
1

' We must endeavour,
1
said the Vicar, ' to find the woman

who personated Miss Molly. The clerk of the parish

testifies to the wedding, but he does not appear to have

seen the face of the bride. Whoever she was, she wore a

domino, and had thrown her hood over her face.
1

The Lady Anastasia stepped forward, agitating her fan.

' Reverend Sir,
1

she said to the Vicar, * in matters of society

you are a very ignorant and a very simple person. It is

quite true that I have been presented by a Middlesex Jury

for gambling. It is also true that half London might also

be presented. As for the rest of your statements, that,

for instance, Lord Fylingdale shares in the profits of my

bank, let me assure you that your nnocence has been

abused ; these things are not true. However, it is not for

me to answer public insults in a public place. Sir Harry,

my old friend, they call you a decoy—even you, with your

name and your reputation. A decoy ! Sir, your cloth

should shame you. Sir Harry, take me to my chair. If,

to-morrow morning, the company thinks proper to dis-

sociate itself from this public insult, I will remain in this

place, where, I own, I have never found many friends. If

not, I shall return to London and to the house presented

by the Grand Jury of Middlesex.
1
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So saying, she retired smiling, and, as they say of

soldiers, in good order. With her went, also in good

order, the ancient beau, showing no other sign of agita-

tion than a trembling of the knees—and this might very

well be laid to the account of his three-score years and

fifteen, or perhaps four-score.

At this point, however, Tom Rising, supported by his

friends, advanced. ' My Lord,' he said, ' I have brought

an old friend to meet you, Jack Gizzard—Honest John

—

the poultryman of Bond Street. You know him of old,

I believe. The advantage of bringing him here to expose

you is that you cannot fight a poultryman.''

I looked on in admiration. The affair could not be

turned into a private quarrel, for the fellow was, indeed,

no other than a dealer in poultry by trade. Yet no better

witness could be produced, for no one was wider known

than Jack Gizzard—so called from his trade—at all race

meetings, at Newmarket, at Epsom, and at other places.

He was, in fact, that rare creature, the man who, not being

a gentleman, is yet admitted to the sports of gentlemen ;

is considered as an authority ; is allowed to bet freely with

them, yet remains what he was by birth, a mechanic, a

shopkeeper, a farmer, a grazier, a horse-breeder, or I know

not what.

I do not know his surname ; he was called Gizzard on

account of his calling, and Jack on account of the esteem

in which he was held by all sporting men. No one knew

better than Jack Gizzard how to choose, how to train, how

to feed a gamecock ; no one knew better the points of a

horse ; no one knew better how to train a dog for coursing;

no one knew more of the secrets of the stable ; no one knew

more intimately the rules of the prize-ring, whether for

quarterstaff, singlestick, or boxing. No one, again, held a

better reputation for honesty in sport : he betted and he
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paid ; he would advise a man even to his own loss. Such

a man as this Tom Rising brought to the Assembly for

the discomfiture of his late adversary.

' Jack,
1

he said, ' here is his Lordship, and there—don't

go just yet, Colonel,
1

for, at the sight of Jack Gizzard,

Colonel Lanyon was about to leave the room. ' Not just

yet. Thank you, gentlemen,'' as two or three placed them-

selves between the Colonel and the door.

Jack Gizzard stepped forward. He was in appearance

more like a butcher than anything else, being a stout,

hearty-looking man, with a red face.

' My Lord,
1

he said, ' when you last left Newmarket

Heath you owed me five hundred pounds.
1 Lord Fyling-

dale made no sign of any kind of response. ' I met you

again at Bath ; it was before the time when you were

requested by the Master of the Ceremonies to leave the

place with your friend—ah ! Colonel, glad to see you

—

with your friend Colonel Lanyon.
1

Lord Fylingdale made no sign whatever of having

heard.
1 Bath is not very far from Gloucestershire. I made a

journey there to find out for myself your Lordship's posi-

tion. I found your estate in the hands of money-lenders ;

every acre mortgaged ; your house falling to pieces ; its

contents sold. You are already completely ruined. I

went back to London and inquired further ; you had lost

your credit as well as your character. You could not show

your face at the old places ; the cockpit of Tothill Fields

was closed to you ; all the clubs of St. James's were closed

to you. Your name, my Lord, stank then as badly as

it stinks now.
1

Lord Fylingdale still paid no kind of

attention. ' You may consider, my Lord, these few

remarks as part payment of that five hundred pounds.''

So he turned away.
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' Come along, Colonel,
1

said Tom Rising. ' Bring the

Colonel to the front. Don't be bashful, Colonel.
1

Some of the gentlemen obeyed, gently pushing the

Colonel to the front. ' Well, poultryman ?' said the

Colonel boldly.

' Well, sharper P
1

returned Jack Gizzard. ' Gentlemen,

this fellow has been a bully about the town for twenty

years and more ; a bully ; a common cheat and sharper.

He is now altogether discredited. He was expelled from

Bath with his noble patron last year. If any of you owe

him money, do not pay him. He is not fit to sit down

with gentlemen of honour. That is all I have to say about

you, Colonel.
1

' What I have to say, Colonel,
1

said Tom Rising, ' is that

I owe you twelve hundred pounds, and if I pay you one

single guinea—then ' He proceeded to imprecate the

wrath of Heaven upon himself if he showed any weakness

in that resolution.

Lord Fylingdale once more turned to Molly.

' Madam, for the last time '

' Send him away—send him away,
1

said Molly. ' He
makes me sick.

1

' We deny the marriage, my Lord,
1

said the Vicar.

' That is all we have to say.
1

' At your peril,
1

replied his Lordship. So saying he

walked away unmoved, apparently. Mr. Purdon and

Colonel Lanyon went with him ; both men were flushed

in the cheeks and restrained themselves by an evident

effort. I was sorry for Sam Semple, for he followed, his

face full of trouble and disappointment.

When they were gone, the Vicar spoke once more.

' Ladies and gentlemen,
1

he said, ' we have thought it

best to court the greatest publicity possible in this matter.

The people whom we have exposed will not again trouble



A DAY OF FATE 369

this company by their presence. I know not what the law

may decide in this case, supposing his Lordship so ill-

advised as to go to law. But the truth, which is above the

law, remains that an imposture of the most daring kind

has been attempted, and that some woman has been found

to personate Miss Molly. I have to express her sorrow for

keeping you so long from your pleasures.''

And with these words he offered his hand to Molly, and

we withdrew, and the music struck up a lively country

dance.

24



CHAPTER XXXVII

THE BUBBLE AND THE SKY-ROCKET

This was Molly's last appearance at the Assembly.

Next day we heard that our distinguished visitors, the

Prince of Purity—or the Prince of Darkness, which you

please—the Lady of the Green Cloth, Sir Harry Decoy-

Duck, and Colonel Bully Barabbas, with the Reverend

Ananias and the ingenious Sam, first favourite of the

Muses, had all gone away— whether they went away

together or separately I never heard.

The opinion of the company as to the exposure and the

marriage was divided. For some thought that Molly was

nothing better than a woman who did not know her own

mind ; that she was first dazzled and carried off her head

by the brilliant offer that was dangled before her ; that,

on Lord Fylingdale's request, she consented to the private

marriage ; that she became afterwards afraid of the great-

ness for which she was not fitted either by birth or educa-

tion, and thought to escape by hard lying and a strenuous

denial of the fact. I fear that this opinion was that of the

majority. For, they added, there was without any doubt

a marriage ; it was performed by the clergyman who, by

his learning, eloquence, and piety, had made so many friends

during his short stay, and it was witnessed by the parish

clerk. If Molly was not the bride, who could be found

so closely to resemble her as to deceive the parish clerk ?
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When it was objected that the private character both

of his Lordship and his late tutor was of the kind publicly

alleged, these philosophers asked for proof—as if proof

could be adduced in a public Assembly. And they asked

further if it was reasonable to suppose that an eloquent

divine, whose discourses had edified so many, could pos-

sibly be the reprobate and profligate as stated by the

Vicar ? As for his Lordship there is, as everybody knows,

an offence called scandahim magncttum, which renders a

person who defames a peer or attacks his honour liable to

prosecution, fine, and imprisonment.

' We shall presently,' they said, ' find this presumptuous

Vicar haled before the courts and fined, or imprisoned, for

scandahim magnatum?

But the Vicar, when this was reported to him, only

laughed and said he should be rejoiced to put his Lordship

under examination.

Others there were, principally townsfolk, who had known
Molly all her life. They agreed that she was a woman of

sober mind ; not given to vapours or any such feminine

weaknesses ; not likely to be earned away by terrors ; and
incapable of falsehood. If she declared that she was not

married, she certainly was not married. The business

might be explained in some way ; but of one thing they

were very sure—that Molly, since she said so, was not

married. This view was strongly held by the ' Society of

Lynn ' at their evening meetings.

It must be owned that the departure of the vivacious

and affable Lady Anastasia with that of the agreeable

rattle of seventy-five, Sir Harry, and that of the pious

Purdon, who had also become a favourite with the ladies,

proved a heavy blow to the gaieties of the Assembly and
the Long Room. The Card Room was deserted ; conver-

sation in the Gardens and the Pump Room became flat

;

24—2



372 THE LADY OF LYNN

the gentlemen who had gambled at the hazard-table now

carried on their sport—perhaps less dangerously—at the

tavern ; many of them, having lost a great deal more than

they could afford, were now gloomy ; there were no more

public breakfasts ; no more water-parties up or down the

river ; no more bowls of punch after the dance. In a

word, the spirit went out of the company ; the Spa

became dull.

Let me finish with the story of this mushroom. I call

it a mushroom because it appeared, grew, and vanished in

a single season. You may also call it a sky-rocket if you

please, or, indeed, anything which springs into existence

in a moment, and in a moment dies. Perhaps we may

liken it most to a bubble such as boys blow from soap-

suds. It floated in the sunshine for a brief space, glowing

with the colours of the rainbow ; then it burst and vanished,

leaving nothing behind but the memory of it.

The company, I say, after the departure of the party

from London, became almost immediately dull and out of

spirits. The music alone was gay ; many of the ladies

lamented loudly that they had ever come to a place where

the nightly gambling had played havoc with their husbands,

fathers, or sons. They found out that the lodgings were

cramped, dirty, ill-furnished, inconvenient, and exorbitant

in their cost ; that the provisions were dear ; that they

had already taken the waters for a month or more ; and

that, in effect, it was high time to go home. Besides,

their own houses in the summer, the season of fruit and

flowers, with their orchards and their gardens, were certainly

more attractive than the narrow streets and the confined

air of Lynn.

Therefore, some making this excuse and some that, they

all with one consent began to pack up their baggage and

to go home.
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The departure of our friends from London took place in

the middle of June ; by the end of June the season was

over—the visitors gone. At first the people expected new

arrivals, but there were none—the season was over. The

Market Place for a while was crowded with the women

who brought their poultry and fruit and provisions from

the country. When they found that no one came to buy,

thev gradually ceased to appear. Great was the lamenta-

tion over the abundance which was wasted, and the produce

of their gardens doomed to ripen and to rot.

Then the strolling players put their dresses and properties

into a waggon and went away complaining that they were

half starved, which was, I dare say, the simple truth.

Next, all the show folk and the quacks, and the Cheap

Jacks and tumblers and Tom Fools went away too, and

the gipsies brought in no more horses, and the streets

became once more silent and deserted, save on the quays

and on the river, just as they had been before the Spa was

opened.

And then the music and the Horns were sent away ; the

Master of the Ceremonies received his salary and went

back to Norwich ; the Gardens were closed ; the dippers

vanished ; the Pump Room was left for any who chose to

dip and draw for themselves ; the hairdressers, milliners,

vendors of cosmetics, powders, paint, and patches all

vanished as by magic ; the coffee-houses were closed ; the

bookseller carried his books back to Cambridge or wherever

he came from ; the confectioner left off' making his famous

cakes ; and the morning prayers were once more read to a

congregation of one or two.

The townsfolk, then, having nothing else to do, began

to count their gains. The Doctor, you remember, pro-

phesied at the outset that all would become rich. What
happened was that everybody had made large gains. The
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takings of the shops had been far greater than they had at

any previous time hoped for or experienced. On the other

hand, the shopkeepers had laid in large and valuable stocks

which now seemed likely to remain on their hands. More-

over, as always happens, the temporary prosperity had

been taken for a continuing, or even an increasing pros-

perity, with the consequence that the people had launched

out into an extravagant way of living, the smallest shop-

keeper demanding mutton and beef instead of the fat

pork and hot milk which had formerly been counted a

good dinner, drinking the wine of Lisbon and Madeira

where he formerly drank small ale, and even taking his

dish of tea in the afternoon for the good of his megrims

and the clearance of his ill humours.

Oh ! but the next year would bring another flood of

fortune ; they could wait. Therefore they passed the

winter in such habits of profuseness as I have indicated.

Spring arrived, and they began to furbish their lodgings

anew and to look to their stores and stocks. The month

of May brought warmth and sunshine, but it did not bring

the expected company. May passed ; June passed. To

the unspeakable consternation of the town, no visitors

came at all—none. With one consent all stayed at home

or went elsewhere. I have never heard any explanation of

this remarkable falling off. That is to say, there were

many reasons offered, but none that seemed sufficient.

Thus, the ladies of Norfolk had taken a holiday which was

costly, and could not be repeated every year. It was like

a visit to London, which is made once in a life and is

talked about for the rest of that life. Or the losses of the

gentlemen at the gaming-table frightened them, they

would not again be led into temptation ; or the grand

invention of Sam Semple had been blown upon, and the

rheumatic and the gouty who had taken the waters now
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found that they were in no way the better ; or the scandal

of those conspirators in high rank drove people away

—

indeed, such an exposure could do no good to any place

of resort.

There were, therefore, after the event, many explana-

tions offered, and everyone may choose for himself. It

is, however, certain that no visitors came ; that the Pump
Room was deserted, save for the few people of the town ;

that there was no need to engage music or to provide

provisions or do anything, for no one came. The Spa

had enjoyed its brief hour of popularity, and was now
dead.

This was a blow to the town, from which it was slow,

indeed, to recover. Many of the shopkeepers were unable

to pay their rents or to sell their stocks. Simplicity of

manners returned with the fat pork and the hot milk ;

and as for the promised accession of wealth, I believe that

the Spa left our people poorer than it found them.

I have been told that this has been the fate of many
Spas. First there is a blind belief in the sovereign virtue

of the well ; at the outset the place is crowded with

visitors ; there is every kind of amusement and pleasure ;

then this confidence becomes less and presently vanishes

altogether, and is transferred to some other well. As

faith decays so the company grows thinner and less dis-

tinguished. There was formerly, I believe, a fashionable

Spa near London, at a place called Hampstead. This

Spa had such a rise, such a period of prosperity, and such

a fall. Another Spa which also rose, flourished and then

decayed and is now deserted, was the Spa of Epsom, a

village some miles south of London. These places, how-

ever, lasted more than a single season. Our Spa lived but

for two or three short months and then passed away. To
be sure, it was a pretence and a sham from the outset, but
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people did not know its origin ; Sam Semple, its sole

creator, remained unknown and unsuspected.

I know not, I say, how the belief in the Doctor's well

came so suddenly to an end. I do know, however, that

the disappointment of the Doctor, and, with him, all who

let lodgings, kept taverns, provided victuals, and sold

things of any kind, was very bitter when the next spring

brought no company. They waited, I say, expectant, all

through the summer. When it became quite certain that

the Spa was really dead, they began sorrowfully to pull

down the rooms and to take away the fence, and they left

the Gardens to weeds and decay. And then the town

relapsed once more into its former, and present, condition.

That is to say, it became unknown to the fashionable

world; the gentry of Norfolk resorted to Norwich again;

they forgot that they once came to Lynn ; the place

lies in a corner with the reclaimed marshes on either

hand ; it is inaccessible except to those whose business

takes them there ; travellers do not visit the town ; it is

not like Harwich, or Dover, or Hull, a place which carries

on communication by packet with foreign countries ; it is

a town shrunken within its former limits, its courts en-

cumbered with deserted and ruinous houses, its streets

quiet and silent. Yet it is prosperous in a quiet way ; it

has its foreign trade, its port, and its shipping ; its mer-

chants are substantial ; the life which they lead is

monotonous, but they do not feel the monotony. Except

for an occasional riot among drunken sailors, there is no

work for the Justices of the Peace, and no occupants of the

prison. At least we have no great lady using her charms,

her gracious smiles, her rank, in order to lure our young

men to their destruction ; we have no profligate parsons ;

we have no noble lords parading in the borrowed plumes

of saint and confessor.



CHAPTER XXXVIII

THE OPINION OF COUNSEL

Meantime we waited expectant, and in uncertainty. It

was possible that the pretended husband would withdraw

his claims and that nothing more would be heard of him.

It was possible, I say, if we supposed the pretender capable

of honour, shame, or pride, that he would say, in so

many words :
' You deny the marriage ; very well, I will

not claim a wife who says that she is no wife.
1

It was,

however, far more probable that he would claim his wife

and exercise his rights over her property. What should

then be done ?

The subject exercised the 'Society
1

greatly; every even-

ing the situation was considered from all possible points

of view, and always as to the best manner of protecting

Molly. It was at this time that the Vicar wrote out the

statement which he afterwards laid before counsel in

London in order to obtain an opinion on its legal aspect.

The case drawn up by him was as follows :

1. There was a betrothal between the two parties A.

(standing for Lord Fylingdale) and B. (standing for

Molly).

2. It is not denied that a private marriage had been

agreed upon by both parties.

3. The marriage was to take place on a certain morning

at the time of six at a certain church. B. undertook to
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wear a certain pink silk cloak with a hood drawn over her

head, and a domino to conceal her face, so that the people

of the town should not recognise her and crowd into the

church.

4. At the appointed hour of six A. presented himself

at the church.

5. At the same hour a woman also presented herself,

dressed as had been arranged, wearing a domino to prevent

recognition in the street, and a cloak of pink silk with a

hood.

6. The marriage ceremony was performed by a clergy-

man in due form and on the production of a license by A.

7. The marriage was duly entered in the register and

signed, the woman signing in the name of B.

8. There was present at the wedding, besides the clergy-

man, the parish clerk, who gave away the bride, read the

responses, and signed as witness.

9. Part of the ceremony, including the essential words,

was witnessed by one John Pentecrosse, mate of the Lady

of Lynn.

10. Since A. had no reason to suppose that B. would

not keep her promise, it would seem impossible for him to

have found at the last moment some other woman to

personate B.

This was the case for A., put as strongly and as plainly

as possible. I confess that when I read it I was staggered

by the case, especially by the last clause. Certainly, as

I had not delivered Molly's letter, A. had no reason for

supposing that B. would fail to keep her promise, and

therefore no reason for suborning some other woman into

a conspiracy.

However, then followed Molly's case :

1. She had accepted A.'s offer of marriage.

2. She had promised to meet A. at 6 a.m.



THE OPINION OF COUNSEL 379

3. She had received, the evening before this promise was

to be kept, information which represented A. in a light

that made it impossible for a virtuous woman to marry him.

4. This information was embodied in three letters,

addressed respectively to the Vicar, to the Schoolmaster,

and to Captain Crowle. They can be produced in

evidence.

5. On receipt of this information she wrote a letter to

A. stating that she must have full explanation as to the

charges brought against him before proceeding further in

the business.

6. This letter was not delivered, the bearer having his

mind full of other points connected with the affair.

7. At half-past five B. left her room and joined her

mother in certain household work. Nor did she leave her

mother during the morning. This fact is attested by the

mother and a certain black woman, B.'s servant.

8. The only way out of the house into the street is by

the garden. Captain Crowle was walking in the garden

from half-past five till seven, and saw no one leave the

house.

9. At seven or thereabouts the musicians, with the

butchers, arrived to congratulate the bride, and were sent

away by Captain Crowle.

10. Later on, A/s secretary arrived with a message from

A. He was informed by B. that no marriage had taken

place.

11. Captain Crowle then waited on A. and demanded

explanations. He received answer that, having married

the lady, A. was not called upon to give any explana-

tions.

12. In the evening, before the whole company at the

Assembly, the Vicar charged A. with many acts unworthy

of a man of honour, and, among other things, with
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having conspired with a woman unknown to personate B.

and to set up the pretence of a marriage.

Opinion was asked as to the position of B. Would she

be considered in the eyes of the law as a married woman ?

Had A. any rights over her or her property ? Could she

marry another man ? What steps should she take to pro-

tect herself and her property ? Observe, that unless B.

could be declared not to be the wife of A. she could not

alienate, give away, or part with any of her property ; she

could not marry ; she was doomed to be a wife at the

mercy of a man more pitiless than a tiger, yet not a wife,

for she would die rather than marry him. She must wait

until Heaven should take pity upon her and despatch this

man. Such men, it is observed, do never live long, but

they may live long enough to inflict irreparable mischief

upon their unfortunate victims.

Molly read the case thus drawn up very carefully. ' My
only trust,

1

she said, 'is in the evidence of mother and

Nigra. I confess that I cannot understand how, without

knowing that I should fail, he could possibly procure that

woman to personate me. Has he the power of working

miracles ?"

' There is no miracle here,
1
I said, ' except the miracle

of wickedness greater than would be thought possible.

Patience, Molly! Sooner or later we shall find it

out;
' It will be later, I fear."

1

' There are three at least in the plot. The clerk has

been deceived ; Sam Semple has not been consulted. These

are the three—Lord Fylingdale, the parson, who is, doubt-

less, well paid for his villainy, and the woman, whoever

she may be. We shall find out the truth through the

woman. 1

' Since his marriage would give him the command of
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my property, Jack, and since he is ruined, why does he

make no sign F*

This was a week or two after the event. I suppose that

Lord Fylingdale was making himself assured as to the

strength of his position and his rights. However, we were

not to wait very long.

' I am of opinion,
1

said the Vicar, after many discussions

on the case thus drawn out, ' that we should lay the facts

before some counsel learned in the law, and ascertain our

position. If we are to contest the claim in court, we

have, at least, the money to spend upon it."'

' We will spend,"
1

said the Captain, ' our last penny upon

it."
1 He meant the last penny of his ward's fortune, in

which, as you will hear, he was quite wrong, because he

had now no power to spend any of it.

It was, therefore, determined that the Vicar should

undertake the journey to London ; that my father should

accompany him ; that they should not only obtain the

advice and opinion of a lawyer, but that they should

ascertain, through the bookseller, my father's cousin, or

any other person, what they could concerning the private

life of his Lordship. ' There is no saying what we may

discover,
1

said the Vicar. ' How if there is another wife

still living? Even a noble lord cannot have two wives at

the same time.
1

It seems strange that one must make greater prepara-

tions for a journey to London by land than a voyage to

Lisbon by sea. As regards the latter, my kit is put

together in an hour or two, and I am then ready to

embark. But as regards the former, these two travellers

first considered the easiest way ; then the cost of the

journey, and that of their stay in London ; then the

departure of others, so as to form a company against

highway robbers ; they then arranged for the halting and
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resting-places ; hired their horses, for they were to ride all

the way ; engaged a servant ; made their wills, and so at

last were ready to begin the journey. Their company

consisted of two or three riders to merchants of London,

who travel all over the country visiting the shopkeepers in

the interests of their masters. They are excellent fellow-

travellers, being accustomed to the road, having no fear of

highwaymen, knowing the proper charges that should be

made at the roadside inns, and knowing as well, what each

house can be best trusted to provide, the home-brewed ale

being good at one house, and the wine at another—and so

forth. They reckoned five days for the journey if the

weather continued fine—it was then July, and the height

of summer. The Vicar thought that perhaps a week or

ten days would suffice for their business in town, and

therefore we might expect them back in three weeks.

Captain Crowle would have gone with them, but was

fearful of losing his ward. For the first time in his life

he barred and bolted his doors at night, and if he went

abroad he left his house in the custody of his gardener, a

stout country lad who would make a sturdy fight in case

of any attempt at violence. But violence was not a

weapon which was in favour with his Lordship. And if it

had been, the whole town would have risen in defence of

Molly.

For three weeks, therefore, we waited. I, for my part,

in greater anxiety than the rest, because my ship had now

received her cargo, and I feared that we should have to

weigh anchor and slip down the river before the return of

our messengers. And at this time, when we knew not

what would happen or what we should do, many wild

schemes came into my head. We would carry the girl

away ; we would foreclose her mortgages, sell her lands,

and carry her fortune with her ; we would sail in one of
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her own ships across the Atlantic, and make a new home

for her in the American colonies. However, in the end

we had, as you shall learn, to accept misfortune and to

resign ourselves to what promised to be a lifelong penalty

inflicted for no sins of Molly's—who was as free from sin

as any woman, not a saint, can hope to be—but by the

wickedness of a man whose life and ways were far removed

from Molly, and might have been supposed to be in-

capable of afflicting her in any way.

Our friends, therefore, started on their journey, arriving

in due time at London, when they began their business

without delay. Briefly, they were recommended to a very

learned counsel, old, and in great practice, whose opinions

were more highly valued than those perhaps of any other

lawyer. He was avaricious, and it was necessary to pay

him a very handsome fee before he would consider the case.

When he accepted the fee he gave it his most careful con-

sideration. His opinion was as follows :

' The fact that there was a marriage between A. and

some woman—B. or another—is undoubted. The evidence

of the parish clerk may be set aside except to prove this

fact, because it does not appear that the bride removed

her domino. It might, however, become a part of B.'s

case that the clergyman did not witness the removal of the

domino. What the clerk saw was a woman dressed in a

pink silk cloak with a hood over her head, and a domino

concealing her face, who signed the name of Mary Miller.

For the same reason the evidence of John Pentecrosse rests

only on the dress of the bride, and may therefore be taken

as worth that and no more.

' At the same time the dress of the bride is important.

A. had no intimation of B.'s refusal to keep her promise.

At six o'clock, as is allowed, he presented himself. If B.

was not there, how should he be able, at a moment's
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notice, to procure a woman to personate her, wearing a

cloak of the same colour as B.'s, and ready to sign her

name falsely ? The theory is impossible, for it demands a

whole chain of fortuitous occurrences and coincidences, as

that A. should find a woman of abandoned character acci-

dentally near the church, ready to commit this crime,

dressed as B. was expected to dress, and considered worthy

of trust with so great a secret. On the other hand, we

have evidences of an apparently conclusive kind. B.'s

guardian, who was taking the morning air in his garden,

says positively that no one left the house. B.'s mother and

her black servant declare that B. was in the kitchen with

them all the morning. This, I say, seems at first con-

clusive. But the Court would probably hold that a

mother's evidence is likely to be in the supposed interests

of her child, while a negress would be expected, if she were

attached to her mistress, to give any evidence that she

thought likely to be of service or was directed to give.

' The case is remarkable, and, so far as I know, without

precedent. It is supported on either side by flat assertions

which are either true or deliberate perjuries. As regards

the bad character of A., I think it would have very little

weight. Setting aside, that is, his evil reputation, which

might perhaps taint his evidence, and also setting aside the

partiality of a mother, which might also, perhaps, taint

her evidence, we have the broad and simple facts that A.

had no warning of B/s intention to keep away ; that he

presented himself according to arrangement ; that he was

met by a woman dressed exactly as had been arranged with

B. ; that they were married ; and that the register was

signed by the woman in the name of B.

* I am of opinion, therefore, that if this case is brought

into court there will be pleadings on either side of great

interest, and that the Court will decide in favour of A. ;
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that if the case goes up for appeal it will again be decided

in favour of A. ; and that if the case were taken up to the

Lords that Court would also decide in favour of A.

' If action is taken it must be at the cost and charge of

the guardian, because the lady's property, in default of

settlements, would, in the event which I think probable,

fall into the hands of A., thus adjudged to be her hus-

band.

' I advise, therefore, that submission be made to A.

;

that even though 13. continues to deny the marriage, A.

shall be invited to make her a suitable provision, and shall

undertake not to molest her or compel her to leave her

guardian and to live with him.
1

With this opinion to guide him, the Vicar wrote to

Lord Fylingdale asking for an interview.

He was received with a show of cold politeness. ' You
have given me reason, sir, to remember your face. How-
ever, I pass over the injuries which you allowed yourself

to utter. You are come, I presume, in the name of my
unfortunate wife, who, for some reason unknown to me,

denies her own marriage. Well, sir, your message P
1

'My message, my Lord, is briefly this: We have taken

counsel's opinion on this business.''

' So have V
' It is, on the whole, to the effect that if we dispute your

Lordship's claims we shall probably lose."
1

' My own counsel is also of that opinion.*'

' For my own part I shall advise my friends to accept

what seems impossible to deny.'
1

' You will do well. I shall be pleased, I confess, to see

the business settled without taking it into court.
1

' I should like, if possible, to carry home with me some

concessions of your Lordship in response to this submis-

sion.'
1

25
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' What concessions ? It seems to me that the Countess

has no right to insist upon any concession. The whole of

her property, as you know, is my own.
1

' I fear that is the case.
1

' I shall probably make certain changes in the adminis-

tration of the property, now my property. I shall relieve

the worthy Captain of its control. As regards any other

point, you must acknowledge that you have treated me

with insults intolerable ;
you are not in a position to make

terms. But what do you ask P
1

' First, freedom from personal molestation.
1

'That is granted at once. You may tell the Countess

that on no consideration will I see her, nor shall I exercise

any marital rights. When she consents to confess her

falsehood, and to ask pardon for her offences, I may per-

haps extend my personal protection, not otherwise.
1

' As for her allowance—her maintenance P
1

' Your Reverence is not serious. She says that she is

not my wife. The law says, or is prepared to say, that

she is. By the law I am compelled to maintain her. Let

her therefore invoke the intervention of the law. To pro-

cure this she will have to confess her many perjuries. Till

then, nothing. Do you understand, sir ? Nothing I

1



CHAPTER XXXIX

THE FRUITS OF SUBMISSION'

' Molly, my dear.
1 The Captain's voice was broken. ' It

is my doing—mine. I am an old fool. Yet I thought I

was doing the best for you.
1

' Nay,
1

said Molly. * It is no one's fault. It is my
great misfortune.

1

* Must he take all P
1

asked the Captain.

' He will take all he can claim,
1

the Vicar answered.

' Revenge, as well as cupidity, is in his mind. I read it

through the cold mask of pride with which he covers

his face and tries to conceal himself. He will be revenged.

He is like unto Lucifer for pride, and unto Belial for

wickedness. Molly, my dear, I fear thou wilt soon be

poor indeed in worldly goods. The Lord knoweth what

is best. He leaveth thee, still, the friends who love thee.
1

The mother resumed the lamentations which she never

ceased.

'Molly is a widow who cannot marry again—Molly is

a wife without a husband. Oh, Molly ! My poor Molly V

' It grieves me sore,' said the Vicar, ' to counsel submis-

sion. Yet what could we do ? How can we explain this

great mystery that he who knew not your change of

purpose should in a moment be able to substitute, in your

place, at the hour fixed, a woman dressed and masked as

had been arranged ? There is no explanation possible,

25—2



388 THE LADY OF LYNN

and I understand very clearly that this fact outweighs all

the evidence on either side. There is nothing to be done.

We must submit, saving only your personal freedom, Molly.

The man confesses that he has no wish to molest you, and

nothing to gain by any molestation. To be sure, without

it he can take what he pleases. Your presence, indeed,

would be a hindrance and a reproach to his mode of life.
1

So we talked together, with sadness and heaviness. Yet

for one thing I was well pleased ; that Molly had not been

forced into daily companionship with this man. For that

would have killed her—body and soul, if a soul can be

destroyed by despair and misery and cruelty.

' Courage, Molly J

1 We were on the point of weighing

anchor—and we stood on the quay to say farewell. ' Things

will get right, somehow. Oh ! I know they will. I can-

not tell how I know. Perhaps we shall find the woman.

Then we shall explain the mystei*y and expose the cheat.

Perhaps—but we know not what may happen. As for

your fortune, Molly, that is as good as gone; but you

yourself remain, and you are far more precious than all

the sold and silver in the land.
1

So we parted, and for six months, until our return, I

knew nothing of what was done.

You may easily guess what was done.

First of all, a letter came from London. It was addressed

to Captain Crowle, and it called upon him to prepare the

books and accounts connected with the estate of Mary,

Countess of Fylingdale, for the information of the Right

Honourable the Earl of Fylingdale. It was written by an

attorney, and it announced the intention of the writer to

send down a person—one Stephen Bisse, attorney-at-law

—duly authorized to examine and to audit the accounts,

and to make known his Lordship's intentions as regards the

administration of the estate.
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The Captain, ignorant of the law, took the letter to the

Vicar for advice.

' This,
1
said the latter, ' may be simply a first step to

taking over the whole of the property, or it may be the

first step towards a system of revenge and persecu-

tion. For if the attorney who conies here to investi-

gate the accounts finds anything irregular, we may be

trapped into legal expenses, and Heaven knows what to

follow.
1

The Captain, however, had not commanded a ship in

vain ; for the commanding officer of a ship must keep the

log and all the papers connected with the cargo, lading,

and unlading, pay of the ship's company, port dues, and

everything. He must, in a word, be as methodical in his

accounts as any quill-driver ashore.

' He may examine my accounts as much as he pleases,

he declared. 'They are all right.
1

' Nevertheless, friend, be advised. Place the whole busi-

ness in the hands of one who knows the law. In the end

it may be far cheaper.
1

In every port there must be one or more persons skilled

in that part of the law which concerns trade and commerce,

imports and exports, customs, excise, and harbour dues,

At Lynn there was such an one, attorney and notary ; a

man of great probity and responsibility—Mr. Nathaniel

Redman by name. To him the Captain entrusted the papers

of the estate. These papers, which had been accumulating

for eighteen years, and represented the increase and the

administration of a very large estate, were now voluminous

to the highest degree. The mere perusal of them would

entail the labour of many attorneys for many weeks, while

the audit of the whole, bit by bit, would engage the same

persons many months, or even years.

' The Earl of Fylingdale will have the accounts audited,
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will he P
1

said Mr. Redman. ' Then his Lordship is in no

immediate want of money."

' Why ? Cannot he take what he wants T

' Sir, you are the lady's guardian ; you have to be released

from your trust before you hand over the property. With-

out such a release you will keep the whole. That means,

that his Lordship must wait for the long and tedious busi-

ness of a complete audit. I say long and tedious, because,

if the examination of accounts is undertaken in a spirit of

hostility, we can raise in our turn objection after objection

by going back to the commencement of the trust. In

other words, Captain, if your papers are all preserved,

which I doubt not, we shall be in a position to delay the

acquisition of the estate by the Earl almost indefinitely.'

' But at whose charge P
1

asked the Vicar. ' For the

Captain has no means of paying heavy expenses.''

' At the charge of the estate. Oh ! sir, do not think

that an attorney of London, to say nothing of myself,

would embark upon so large a business save at the charge

of the estate itself.
1

' It is, then, in your interest to prolong this examination

into the accounts P
1

' It is, most certainly, in the interest of this gentleman

from London and of myself ; but,
1

he sighed heavily, ' if

all reports are true, I do not believe that Lord Fylingdale

will prolong the inquiry.
1

The person who was promised presently arrived with his

credentials. He was quite a young man, apparently about

two or three and twenty ; his letter to Captain Crowle

described him as an attorney-at-law. He was quick of

speech and of the greatest possible assurance in manner.

In appearance he was small of stature, pasty-faced, and

with a turned-up nose, the possession of which should be

regarded by the owner as a misfortune and personal defect,
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like a round back. It is said, on the other hand, to be an

indication of great self-conceit.

He came, therefore, was set down at the ' Crown,
1 and

inquired for the residence of Captain Crowle, on whom he

called without delay.

The Captain received him in his summer-house. He
read the letter introducing and describing him. Then he

laid it down and looked at his visitor cursorily. ' Oh I

1

he said, ' you are the attorney of Lord Fylingdale, are

you, and you want to make an audit of my accounts ?

You've come all the way from London on purpose to

make that audit, have you ? Well, sir, you will carry this

letter to Mr. Nathaniel Redman, and you will give it to him.'
1

' Who is Mr. Redman ? I know of no Redman in this

business.
1

' He is an attorney-at-law, like yourself, young man,

and he is a notary, and this job is turned over to him.
1

' Oh ! I understood, Captain Crowle, that I should confer

with you personally.
1

' Did you so ? Well, sir, if you will see Mr. Redman

you can confer with him instead. The job is his.
1

The Captain, in fact, had been warned not to make

any communications or to hold any conversation with the

attorney. He felt himself only safe, therefore, in repeating

that the job was Mr. Redman's.

' We may, however, come to some preliminary, arrange-

ment Captain Crowle. The estate now 1

The Captain waved his hand in the direction of the

garden door. 'The job, young man, is Mr. Redman's.

There is your letter. Take it to him.
1

Mr. Bisse accordingly retired and repaired to the office

and residence of Mr. Redman—to whom he gave his letter.

' We shall have no difficulties, I presume,
1
he said.

' I hope not."
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' Of course, I know the law in these matters— I can

direct you 1

' Young gentleman 1—Mr. Redman was well stricken in

years—' I could direct your father. But go on. You
will proceed in accordance with your powers. I shall take

good care that you keep within your powers. Now, sir,

what do you propose ?'

Mr. Redman spoke from the commanding position of

an armchair before a large table ; he was also a large and

imposing man to look at ; while Mr. Bisse stood before

him, small and insignificant, his original impudence fast

deserting him. As for Mr. Redman, his professional pride

was aroused ; this young Skip Jack dared to direct him in

matters of law, did he ?

' I am, I confess,
1

said Mr. Bisse, ' disappointed to find

that my noble client's advances are received with suspicion.

I hoped that Captain Crowle would have met me in a

spirit of confidence.
,

' Come, sir, between ourselves, what has your noble client

to complain of? He sends an attorney here. Captain

Crowle meets him in the person of an attorney.
1

' Well, it matters not. Captain Crowle has, no doubt,

reasons of his own for his action. We must, however,

since we are men of business, as you say, demand an exact

audit. The interests involved are, I understand, very

considerable Y
1

' They are very considerable.
1

' I shall, however, ask for an advance of ten thousand

pounds to be made to his Lordship on account.
1

4 An advance ? The guardian to advance money before

you have audited the accounts ? My dear sir, are you

serious P
1

' You admit that there will be a great deal more than

ten thousand pounds.
1
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' I admit nothing that is not proved.
1

' Then you refuse to give my client anything P
1

His

air of assurance began to desert him. In fact, he had

been especially charged to open the proceedings by de-

manding such an advance.

' We refuse to do anything illegal. The papers will

show the extent and the nature of the estate. You can

then claim the whole. But you must first send in your

claim and be prepared with the release.
1

Mr. Bisse hesitated. ' My instructions are to demand
a strict scrutinv of all the accounts.

1

' They are waiting for you. Would you like to see the

papers P
1 Mr. Redman led him into an adjoining room

where on shelves and on the tables the books and papers

were laid out in order—tied up and labelled. ' My clerk,
1

said Mr. Redman, ' will go through these papers with you.

I shall look on.
1

* All these papers T Mr. Bisse gazed with dismay upon

the piles before him.

' You will have to peruse, to examine, to pass every

scrap of paper in this room. Captain Crowle, sir, is the

most methodical man in the world.
1

' All these papers ? But it will take months.
1

' Years, perhaps. You have your instructions.
1

' Sir,
1
said Mr. Bisse, crestfallen, ' I must write to my

principals for further instructions.
1

'That will probably be your best course. Good-morn-

ing, sir.
1

Mr. Bisse wrote accordingly. Meanwhile he made
another attempt to assert his authority. He went to the

Quay, looked about him with satisfaction at the proofs

and evidences of brisk trade, and entered the counting-

house where the clerks were at work.

' My name,
1

he said pompously, * is Bisse, Mr. Stephen
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Bisse, attorney-at-law. I am here as attorney for the

Right Honourable the Earl of Fylingdale.
1

' What do you want P
1

asked the chief clerk.

' You will at once show me your ledgers, your day-

books, and the books used by you in your daily business.
1

' You must go to Mr. Redman, sir. His office is beside

the Custom House. Without his permission we can do

nothing for you.
-1

Mr. Redman had been before him, you see.

' You refuse me at your peril,
1

said Mr. Bisse. ' I

am 1

* You will go out of the counting-house, sir,
1

said the

chief clerk, ' and you will leave the quay. We take our

orders from Mr. Redman in place of Captain Crowle.
1

So Mr. Bisse departed. He walked from the quay to

the Common Stathe, and there, looking at the ships lying

moored in the stream, he asked a waterman if by chance

any of them belonged to Captain Crowle.

The man pointed to one. ' Then,
1

said Mr. Bisse, ' take

me to that ship.
1

Mr. Redman had been before him here as well. He

climbed up the ladder and was about to step on the deck

when the mate accosted him.

' What is your business, friend P
1

he asked.

Mr. Bisse replied as he had done in the counting-house.

' Well, sir,
1
said the mate, ' you can't come aboard here.

Strangers are not allowed aboard this ship without an

order from Captain Crowle or Mr. Redman. 1

So Mr. Bisse had to go ashore again.

He found, I fear, the town of Lynn inhospitable. In

fact, everybody was in favour of Molly, and the name of

Lord Fylingdale stank. No one would speak to him.

He wandered about waiting for a reply to his letter asking

for further instructions in a disconsolate and crestfallen
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spirit, very different from the confident assurance which he

had shown on his arrival.

His new instructions reached him in about ten days.

Again he waited on Mr. Redman.
' Well, sir T asked the latter. ' You are come to direct

me in matters of law V
' I have received new instructions,

1

the young man put

the question aside, ' from my principals. They are to the

effect that if you will draw up for me a schedule of the

whole estate, I am to forward it to London, and to receive

orders thereupon as to what part of the accounts I must

specially examine.
1

1
Sir, at the outset I refuse to accept anything but a

general release. You will represent to your principals

that every part of this complicated estate is involved with

the whole transactions which precede it. That is to say,

every purchase of a farm or a house has to be made by

combined savings from every source of income, con-

sequently, any special line of investigation will necessitate

a wide and prolonged examination.
1

' I perceive that you are determined to give us trouble.
1

' Not so, sir. We are determined to resist persecution.

Your instructions, if I understand them aright, were to

fix upon Captain Crowle some difficulty, and, if possible,

to accuse him of malversation.
1

Mr. Bisse changed colour.

That was, in fact, the secret instruction. ' Now, sir, we

have all our papers in order, and you will find it im-

possible, while I stand at your elbow, to discover or invent

a loophole. At the same time, I shall prolong the

investigation if you once enter upon it as much as

possible. You may inform your principals of this, and

you will return as soon as you have further instructions.
1

'Will you not, at least, prepare a schedule of the

property T
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' Certainly. You shall have this prepared in readiness

for your next visit, which will be, I suppose, in another ten

days. I hope you find your stay pleasant.
1

' No, sir, it is not pleasant. At the inn the people are

barely civil, and I am treated everywhere as if I were a

Frenchman. 1

' No ; not a Frenchman, but the attorney of Lord

Fylingdale.
1

Mr. Redman addressed himself, therefore, with the aid

of the Captain, to the schedule. The estate was far

greater than he had anticipated.

' Why,1
he said, ' are you surprised that a noble Earl

should marry this girl for her money ? Had the world

suspected the truth, there would have been an abduction

every week.
1 He then proceeded to go through the long

list of lands, houses, mortgages, money lying idle, jewels,

and everything. ' The only charge upon the estate seems

to be an annuity of c£'150 a year for the mother. What
money have you taken for maintenance P

1

' Why, none.
1

' None ? Did the girl live on air ? And what for your

own services P
1

' Nothing ; we lived rent free. It is Molly's own house ;

and her mother's money kept the household.
1

'Well, but—Captain—the thing is incredible. You
have conducted the whole business from the death of

Molly's father to the present day actually for nothing I

1

' It was for the little maid.
1

' Captain, you have acted, I dare say, for the best. But

with submission, you have acted like a fool. However, it

is not too late to remedy. I shall charge the estate,

which will now become Lord Fylingdale's, with =£300 a

vear, your salary for administering the estate and for

managing the business. It will be impossible to refuse
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this claim, and I shall set down =£150 a year for the

maintenance of your ward.'

The Captain stared. Here was a tinning of the tables

with a vengeance.

' The claim is just, reasonable, and moderate. I shall

not advance it as a thing to be objected to. You will,

meantime, go through the accounts; take out of450 a
year ; this for eighteen years would be ^8,100 ; but the

money must be considered as used for investments. You
will, therefore, set apart £4:50 a year, and as soon as that

amounts to a sufficient sum to be represented by an
investment, you will set apart that piece of property as

your own. This will represent a much larger sum than

oCSJOO. Your ward will not, after all, be left penniless

if you bequeath her your money. Ha ! the young man is

going to direct me in matters of law

—

me, is he ?'

In fact, the Captain was so simple that it had never

occurred to him that he could take a salary for his conduct

of the business ; or that he could ask for an allowance for

the maintenance of his ward, and this timely discovery by
the attorney in the end saved Molly from poverty, and
left her still, in comparison with most girls of the place or

of the county, a very considerable heiress.

When Mr. Bisse, a few days later, arrived with his

instructions, he found drawn up for him a statement for

the eighteen years of the captain's trusteeship. On the

working side of the account was shown a charge of XT50 a

year as provided by the will of Molly's father for his

widow for life ; a similar sum for the maintenance of the

ward, and a salary of i?300 to Captain Crowle for manag-

ing the business in the name of the firm as shippers and
general merchants. Mr. Stephen Bisse, by this time, had

quite lost his assurance. He attempted no objections. ' I sup-

pose,' he said, 'you will allow me an inspection of the books.'
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'Certainly. You will, however, find them difficult to

make out. Are you acquainted with the routine work of

a counting-house P
1

Mr. Bisse owned that he was not. ' I shall be asked,
1

he said, ' if I have examined the books.
1

'You shall examine what you please.
1 Mr. Redman

understood by this time the character of this young

attorney. ' The chief clerk of the counting-house shall be

with you to answer any questions you please to ask.
1

He had come to Lynn, you see, by order of his principals,

instructed that the guardian was an old addle-headed

sailor, whose accounts would certainly prove liable to

question and very likely open to dispute and to claims

;

he was aware that the noble client desired nothing so

much as to ruin this old sailor ; that he was also in great

necessities for want of money ; and that he was anxious,

for some reason unknown to his attorney, that the question

of the validity of the marriage should not be raised or tried

in open court. But he had been met by a man of law and

by accounts of a most complicated kind, and by the direct

refusal to part with any money until a final release had

been obtained for the guardian. He, therefore, referred to

his principals twice. On the second occasion he was told

that his Lordship could not wait ; that he was to guard

against fraud by such an examination of the books as was

possible ; that he was to get rid of the guardian, grant the

release if the accounts allowed him to do so, lay hands on

all the moneys available, and report progress.

This, in short, he did. The amended schedule reserved

property amounting in value to i^450 a year as invested

year after year, and therefore at something like compound

interest, so that this deduction gave the Captain personal

and real property representing some i?l 2,000. The rest

was acknowledged to be property of the ward, and there-
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fore, assuming the marriage to be valid, under the control

of my Lord Fylingdale.

The auditor went to the counting-house and called for

the books. He opened one or two at random ; he looked

wise ; he made a note or two, for show ; he asked a question

or two, for pretence, and he went away.

This done, he repaired to Mr. Redman's office again and

tendered a full release to Captain Crowle for his trusteeship.

The document in which Molly was called by her maiden

name, and not by that of the Countess of Fylingdale, when

it was signed and sealed, rendered the old man free of any

persecution ; but it left the estate entirely in the hands of

the pretended husband.

' You are aware, sir, of course,
1

said Mr. Bisse, ' that

this release accepted by Captain Crowle also accepts the

truth of my client's statements as regards his marriage.
1

' We are not going to dispute the fact. We have our

opinion, but the weight of evidence and presumption is

against us. As his Lordship only wants the fortune he can

take it. May I ask what you are instructed to do about it?
1

1 My instructions are first to receive all moneys in hand,

save what is wanted for current expenses in conducting the

business.
1

' You will see what Captain Crowle has in his strong

room. You can take that money to-day if you please.
1

'And next, all the jewels, gold chains, bracelets, etc.,

belonging to the Countess.
1

' You can have them also.
1

' As regards the lands, houses, mortgages, and the

business, my Lord will consider what is best to be done.

I am directed to find some person of integrity in the place

who will receive the rents and carry on the business. I

fear I cannot ask for your assistance.
1

' You can, and may. It is still our interest that the
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affairs of the firm shall be well managed. The chief clerk

in the counting-house is the best man you can appoint.

He now receives ^390 a year. You can give him what the

Captain had, ^300.'

' I do not know how long the arrangement will last."
1

'You mean that your client will probably waste and

squander the whole.
1

' I desire to speak of that nobleman with respect. He
is, however, in expenditure even more profuse than becomes

his high rank.
1

Molly shed no tears over the loss of her jewels. She

brought the box down with her own hands ; she opened it,

took out the contents to be verified by the inventory, shut

and locked it, and gave the attorney the key. The Captain

led him downstairs to the cellar, in the wall of which a

cupboard had been constructed, which with a stone in

front, removable with a little trouble, formed a strong

room. Here were the boxes of guineas waiting to be

invested or employed. I know not how many there were,

but Mr. Bisse carried all away with him.

When he departed the next day for London he was

escorted by four stout fellows armed with cudgels and

pistols riding beside his post-chaise. However, he reached

London in safety and delivered his prize.

' I wonder,
1

said Mr. Redman, ' how long it will be before

instructions come for the foreclosing of the mortgages and

the sale of the property.
1

' I am doubtful after all,
1

said the Vicar, who always

doubted because he always saw both sides of the question,

' whether we have done rightly. We could have made a

good fight, and we could have proved, at least, that Lord

Fylingdale was in desperate straits for money. 1

'Jack was right,
1

said Molly. 'Nothing can be done

until we find the other woman. 1



CHAPTER XL

ON MY RETURN

These things happened soon after my departure. When,

six months later, I returned home I found that many
things had followed.

First of all, the chief clerk, promoted to the manage-

ment of the estate under orders from London, found

himself in no enviable position. He was called upon to

send up money week after week—my Lord wanted a

hundred—five hundred—one knows not what, and must

have it without delay. If there was no money, then all

outstanding accounts must be collected, mortgages must

be foreclosed ; but where credit has been allowed it is not

possible to collect accounts suddenly, nor can mortgages

be foreclosed without due notice given. Then the houses

must be sold ; but in a place like Lynn, which has more

houses than it can fill, it is not easy to sell a house, and

the price which can be obtained is small indeed compared

with the value of houses in London. Then farms and

lands must be sold. But who was there to buy them ?

Then came letters of rebuke, answered by letters of

remonstrance. Money must be raised somehow ; money

had been advanced on the security of Molly's property ;

my Lord was in difficulties.

It is almost incredible that a man should be able in

so short a time to waste and dissipate so large a sum of

26
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money. When we returned, and I went ashore, the first

person I saw was the unfortunate chief clerk, promoted to

be manager.
' Mr. Pentecrosse,' he said, ' little did I think when I

was put into this charge at a yearly salary of i?300—more

than I ever hoped or dreamed of getting—what a peck of

trouble was waiting for me. Little did I understand, sir,

how the great live ; with what profusion, with what

extravagance ! As for that poor young lady—Heaven

help her, for her property is vanishing fast ! Soon there

will be none. I have no right to talk of my employer's

affairs ; but you know what has happened."

' In a word, Lord Fylingdale is getting through Molly's

property P
1

1 Worse than that ; he is throwing it away. Sir, I

wake in the night with dreams of terror. I think I see a

man plunging his hands into a sack of gold and throwing

it about with both hands. I have been ordered to fore-

close mortgages, to sell houses, to sell farms, to sell every-

thing. When I cannot find a purchaser there come letters

from my Lord's attorney, Bisse and Son—the young man

was here himself with peremptory orders to find a pur-

chaser—any purchaser. Money must be had.'

'Well, there will be, I suppose, an end some time or

other.
1

'The end will come before we look for it. Because,

Mr. Pentecrosse, while the profusion goes on the estate

grows less, and it becomes more difficult every day to

answer their demands.
1

' What is left ?'

' I hear that Miss Molly's jewels were carried away by

the young man. I hope he was honest, and kept none for

himself. I know that the Captain had a large sum of

money in his strong room waiting for a mortgage ; that
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went away with the young man. Since then I have sent

up all the money as it came in. I have foreclosed the

mortgages. Some of the mortgagors could not pay, and

are now bankrupt. The Captain would never press his

people so long as they paid the interest. I have been able

to sell some of the farms ; but you know this country,

Mr. Pentecrosse ; there is not much money among the

gentry of these parts ; they have been sold at a sacrifice

;

I have others in the market ; there are houses also, but no

one will buy them. Well, all will soon be gone. Then

there will remain but one asset out of all the magnificent

property of the work of three generations. Miss Molly's

grandfather, and her father, and herself by means of the

Captain—only one asset.
1

' What is that T
' And soon that will go, too,

1

he replied with a hollow

groan. ' Sir, it is the noble fleet and the great busi-

ness which belongs to the fleet. If the ships are

sold
1

Suddenly I remembered my Lord's question on board

the Lady of Lynn. ' Can,
1
he asked, * a ship be sold like

an estate of land P
1

' They will be sold,
1

I said confidently. ' You may look

to have them sold as soon as the other assets are expended.

The last thing to be sold will be the fleet of ships, and the

business which belongs to the ships.
1

' And what will become of me ?

'Why,1

I said, 'somebody must manage the business.

Why not you, since you have been all your life in it, and

know what it means and how it is conducted ? But who

will buy it T
' Not all the merchants of Lynn together could find

the money to buy these ships and carry on this business.

No, sir, the whole must go to strangers.
1

26—2
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I left him, having given him the ship's papers, and went

on to see the Captain and Molly.

« Jack,
1

she said ruefully, ' you promised when you went

away that there would be a change. None has come,

except a change for the worse. But that we expected.
1

' In other words, Jack,
1

the Captain explained, ' every-

thing that happens must happen before very long, or there

will be nothing left. My Lord is spending at such a rate

as no fortune could stand. What does he mean ? When

it is gone will he find another Molly and marry her for

her money ? There is not in all the land another Molly

—not even for her good looks, let alone her fortune."'

As for good looks, her misfortunes had only improved

poor Molly's face, which was now of a more pensive cast

and had lost some of its youthful joyousness. To be sure

she had little to make her joyous.

I observed, and I understood, that she was dressed with

the utmost simplicity, like a farmer's daughter. For, out-

side, the people spoke of her as the Countess, even while

they accepted her story and did not allow her to be

married. She would, at least, present no external sign of

rank which she denied.

' How does the man spend all this money ?' I asked.

' Thank Heaven, Jack, a plain person, like you and me,

cannot answer that question. How does he spend that

money ? Who knows ? He has had, since he began, six

months ago, a great many thousands. If he has sold the

jewels he has had I know not how many more, and still

the same cry—" Send more money—send more money ; my

Lord wants more money without delay.
M As for that

poor man, lately my clerk, he is driven like a slave and

bullied like a raw recruit. He wrings his hands. " What
shall I do, Captain F" he asks. " What shall I do ?

Whither shall I turn?"

'



ON MY RETURN 405

Then there came into my head the thought that I

might somehow, by going to London, find out what

manner of life was led by my Lord, and in what ways he

wasted and scattered Molly's substance. I could do

nothing to stop or to hinder the waste; yet when one

knows the truth it is generally more tolerable than the

uncertainty—the truth is an open enemy which one can

see and avoid, or submit to, or fight ; the unknown is an

unseen enemy who may attack from any quarter and by

any weapon.

I thought over the plan for some days; it assumed

clearer shape ; it became a purpose. Molly, for her part,

neither approved nor disapproved. She was for letting

the man, who pretended to be her husband, work his

wicked will and do what he pleased, provided that he left

her in peace.

How was a simple sailor to find out the daily life of a

great lord ? The backstairs one would not choose ; but

what other way was there ? I laid the matter before my

father and the Vicar. ' I know not,
1

said the latter, ' that

we can do much good by learning the truth, even if we

ascertain all the particulars of the man's life from his very

companions, but you might satisfy us on certain points.

For instance, about that mysterious woman. I know not

how you can find out anything, but you might possibly

chance upon a clue/

1 Go,
1

said my father, ' to my cousin, the bookseller.

He found out something about Lord Fylingdale's character.

He might find out more. You can at least explain what

you want and why.
1

The end of it was that I went to London, riding with a

small company, and meeting with no adventures on the

way ; that I put up at one of the inns outside Bishops-

gate, and that I found out my cousin and put the whole
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case before him. He was a grave and responsible citizen,

a churchwarden, and of good standing in the Stationers
1

Company.
' You want to know how Lord Fylingdale spends his

money. I suppose there are but two or three ways ; of

profligates, I take it, there are only a few varieties : one

games ; another rakes ; a third surrounds himself with

companions who flatter him and strip him. The first two

are possessed of devils ; the third is a fool. I do not

imagine that my Lord Fylingdale is a fool, but you will

probably find that he is possessed of both the other devils,

and perhaps more.
1

' But how am I to find out T

' Why, cousin, I think I know a young fellow who can

help you in this business.
1

' Who is he ? How can I approach him P
1

' He is a gentleman who lives by his wits ; not one of

the ragged poets who haunt our shops with offers and pro-

jects and entreat work at a guinea a sheet. No ; he is a

gentleman, and a wit ; his father was a General in the

army ; his cousin is a noble lord ; he is received into the

houses of the great when he chooses to go. He works for

the theatre, and has composed several pieces said to be

ingenious. As for his acquaintance with me, I would have

you to understand that with two or three other booksellers

we bring out a weekly essay like those of the Spectator and

Tatler, which, of course, you know.
1

' I never heard of them.
1

The bookseller smiled with compassion. ' To be sure

;

at sea there are no books. Well, cousin, this young

gentleman sometimes, when he is in the humour, will

write me an essay in the true vein of an Addison. I will

speak with him. If anyone can, he can do your business

for you.
1
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It was by the kind offices of this gentleman, whom I

found to be a person of quick wit and ready understand-

ing, besides being of a most obliging disposition, that I

was enabled to see, with my own eyes, an evening such as

my lord loved. As for the details, you must, if you

please, hold me excused. Let it suffice that our observa-

tions began at a gaming-house and ended at a tavern. At
both places I kept in the background, because I would not

be recognised by Lord Fylingdale.

He came into the gaming-house with the same lofty, cold

carriage which he had shown at our humble Assembly.

He advanced to the table ; he began to play ; no one

could tell from his Lordship's face whether he lost or won

;

in half an hour or so my friend returned to my corner.

' He has lost a cool five hundred. They are whispering

round the table that he loses hundreds every evening. All

the world are asking what gold-mine he possesses that he

can stand these losses."
1

' I know his gold-mine,' I replied, with a sigh. ' But it

is nearly exhausted.
1

We stayed a little longer. It was about ten or eleven

in the evening that his Lordship left the table.

' Come,"' said my friend. ' I know the tavern where he

will spend the next three or four hours. I can take you

there. The bowls of punch and the company and every-

thing are provided at his Lordship's expense. Mr. Pente-

crosse, it must be not a gold-mine, but a mine of Golconda,

to bear this profusion.'

' I tell you, sir, whatever it is, the mine is nearly

run out.'

1 It will not be bad for the morals of the town when it

has quite run out.'

As regards the tavern and its company, it is, indeed,

astonishing to me that any man should find pleasure in
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such a company and in such discourse. At the head of

the table sat my Lord. He appeared to be neither pleased

nor displeased ; the drink flowed like a stream of running

water; it seized on all, and made their faces red, their

voices thick ; the noble leader sat unmoved, or, if moved
at all, then by a kind of contempt. At two o'clock he

rose and walked out into the street, where his chair awaited

him.

' This is his humour,'' said my guide. ' Play is his

passion ; it is the one thing that he lives for ; he has

wasted and ruined his own estate, which will be trans-

mitted to his successor as bare as the back of my hand
;

and now he is wasting the wealth of Potosi and the

diamonds of Golconda. He would waste the whole world

if he could.''

* Why does he entertain such a crew p
1

'It is his humour. He seems to delight in observing

the wickedness of the world. He sits and looks on ; he

encourages and stimulates, and his face grows colder and

his eyes harder. This man is not possessed of a devil.

He is himself the Great Devil—the Prince of Iniquity.'

I had learned all that I wanted to know. It was now
quite certain that we were within a short distance from the

end. The lands and houses in the market would find a

purchaser ; the fleet and the business would then be sold.

What next ?

The day after this experience in the life of a rake I paid

a visit for the first and only time to St. James's Park in

the afternoon. It was, I remember, a cold but clear and
bright day in January. At the gates stood a crowd of

lackeys and fellows waiting for their ladies, and stamping

on the ground to keep off the cold. Within, a goodly

company walked briskly up and down. They were the

great people of London whom I saw here. While I looked
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on admiring the dresses of the ladies and the extravagances

of the gentlemen, who seemed to vie with each other in

calling attention to themselves by their gestures, there

passed me, walking alone, a lady whom at first I did not

recognise. She started, however, and smartly tapped my

hand with her fan—she carried the fan, although it was

winter, just as the beaux dangled their canes from their

wrists.

'Why,
-1

she cried, 'it is my sailor! It is surely Jack

Pentecrosse !'

Then I recognised the Lady Anastasia.

'And what is Jack Pentecrosse doing in this wicked

town ? And how is Molly—the Countess ? Come, Jack,

to my house. It is not far from here. I should like a

talk with you, and to hear the news. And I will give

you a dish of tea. Why, I left Lynn in disgrace—did

I not? On account of the Grand Jury of Middlesex.

It was that evening when Lord Fylingdale turned upon

his enemies.'

Her house was not very far from St. James's Street. As

we walked along, she discoursed pleasantly in her soft

and charming manner, as if she was made happy just by

meeting me, and as if she had always been thinking

about me.

She placed me in a chair before the fire; she sat

opposite; she pulled her bell-rope and called for tea;

then she began to talk about Lynn and its people.

' Tell me, Jack, about your friend Molly. Is she recon-

ciled to her rank and title yet ? I believe she does not live

with her husband.
1

' She denies that she was married.'

' Ah ! I have heard, in fact, that there was some sort of

a story—a cock and a bull story—about the wedding.'

' Another woman was substituted. Molly was at home.'
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' Another woman ? Strange ! Why was she substi-

tuted ? Who was she P
1

' I know not. The matter is a mystery. Certain it is,

however, that Lord Fylingdale was married. I myself saw

the wedding. I was in the church.
1

' You were in the church P
1

She raised her fan for a

moment. ' You were in the church ? And you saw the

wedding ? Who was the bride T
' I do not know. At the time I thought it was Molly.

1

'Jack,
1

she leaned over, looking me full in the face.

' Have you no suspicion P
1

' None. I cannot understand how, all in a moment, and

Avhen he found that Molly was not there, the bridegroom

found means to substitute another woman dressed as

Molly should have been. I cannot understand it.
1

* It is, as you say, strange. Do you think you will ever

find out P
1

' Why not ? There are three persons in the plot—Lord

Fylingdale, Mr. Purdon, and the woman. One of the two

last will perhaps reveal the truth.
1

She was silent for a moment.
1 Well, and what are you doing in town P

1

' I came to learn, if I could, something of Lord Fyling-

dale's private life.
1

' Have you succeeded P
1

' He is a gambler and a rake. He is rapidly wasting

the whole of poor Molly's fortune. In a few months, or

weeks, it will all be gone.
1

'Yes,
1

she replied; 'all will be gone.
1

'First he took the money and the jewels
1

' What P
1

she sat up suddenly. ' He took the jewels P
1

' He took them first. Then he sold the lands.
1

' Oh, tell me no more ! He is wasting and destroying.

It is his nature. First he took the jewels. How long ago P
1
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* Six months ago.
1

' He has had the jewels,"
1

she said. ' He has had them

for six months.
1 Her face became hard and drawn as with

pain ; her smiling mouth became hard ; the light died out

of her eyes ; she became suddenly twenty years older. I

wondered what this change might mean. You will think

that I was a very simple person not to guess more from all

these indications. She pushed back her chair and sprang

to her feet ; she walked over to the window and looked out

upon the cold street, in which there were flying flakes of

snow. Then she came back and stood before the fire.

' You can go,
1

she said harshly, not looking me in the face.

' You can go,
1

she repeated, forgetting her proffered hospi-

tality of tea. ' About that woman, Jack, you may find

her yet. Many a wicked woman has been goaded by

wrongs intolerable to confess her wickedness. I think you

may find her. It will be too late to save Molly's fortune ;

but when it is all spent there will be a chance for you,

Jack.
1

She turned upon me a wan and sad smile. ' Happy

Molly P she added, laying her hand upon my arm with the

sweet graciousness that she could command. ' Jack,
1

she

added, ' I think we may pity that poor wretch who per-

sonated Molly. It was perhaps out of love for a worthless

man. Women are so. It is not worth, or virtue, or ability,

or character that awakens love and keeps it alive. A
woman, Jack, loves a man. There is nothing more to be

said. If he is a good man so much the better. If not

—

still she loves him.
1 She sighed heavily. ' What do you

sailors know about women ? Virtue, fame, and fortune do

not make love, nor, Jack—which is a hard thing for you

to believe—does all the wickedness in the world destroy

love. A woman may be goaded into revenge, but it makes

her all the more unhappy—because love remains.
1

I went away, musing on this woman who sometimes
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seemed so true and earnest with all her fashion and affecta-

tions. For, as she spoke about love, the tears stood in her

eyes as if she was speaking of her own case. But I never

suspected her ; I never had the least suspicion of her as the

mysterious woman.

I took cars into the City and went to my cousin's shop,

where there were half a dozen gentlemen talking volubly

about new books, among them my friend who had taken

me to the gaming-house and to the tavern. When he saw

me he slipped aside. ' Mr. Pentecrosse,
1

he said, ' your

cousin reminds me that I once told him what I could learn

concerning an unfortunate poet named Semple. If you

would like to see him I think I can take you to him.
1

I thanked him, and said that I would willingly have

speech of Mr. Semple.

So he led me down Little Britain, and so by a maze of

streets to a place called Turnagain Lane. He stopped at

an open door. The street in the waning light looked

squalid, and the house mean.

' The darling of Parnassus,"
1

he said, ' lies in the top

chamber. You will find him there, unless I mistake not,

because he cannot conveniently go abroad.
1

So saying, he left me, and I climbed up the dark and

dirty staircase, some of the steps of which had been taken

away for firewood, and presently found myself at the top

of the last flight before a closed door. I knocked. A
faint voice bade me come in.

There was no lire in the fireplace ; there was no candle

;

by the faint light which struggled through the window I

perceived that I was in a garret ; that all the furniture

visible was a bed, and a man in the bed, a table and a

chair. On the mantelshelf stood a candlestick without a

candle and a tinder box.

' Who is it ? asked the man in bed.
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' I am in search of Sam Semple. Are you Sam

Semple T
' I know that voice.

1 The man sat up. « Is it the voice

of Jack Pentecrosse P
1

' The same. What cheer, man T

For all answer he burst out crying like a child.

' Oh ! Jack,
1 he said, ' I am starving. I made up my

mind to starve. I have no longer any clothes. I have not

even a candle. I have no money. I have not even a sheet

of paper to write a letter, and I deserve it all—yes, I

deserve it all.
1

' Why, this is bad. But let me first get you some food.

Then we will talk.
1

I went downstairs and found a woman, who told me of

a shop where I could get some necessaries, and I presently

returned bearing food and a bottle of wine, some coals and

candles, and a warm coat, which I thought would be useful.

By the light of the candle and the fire I could perceive

that the condition of the unhappy poet was miserable

indeed. Never was there a more wretched den of a garret.

The plaster had fallen from the walls; the window was

mostly stuffed with rags in place of glass ; in a word,

everything betokened the greatest extremity of poverty.

As for the man himself, he had neither coat, waistcoat,

nor shoes. He sat on the bed half dressed, but the rest of

his wardrobe had been pawned or sold. There were no

books ; there were no papers ; there was nothing to show

his calling ; and there was no sign of food.

At the sight of my basket and its contents the man fell

to. With just such a rage have I seen a sailor picked up

at sea from an open boat fall upon food and devour it.

Nor did Sam finish till he had devoured the whole of the

cold beef and bread—a goodly ration—and swallowed the

whole of the bottle of wine, a generous allowance. Then
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he breathed a sigh of satisfaction, and put on the thick

coat which I had bought for him.

* Well,
1

I said, * can we now talk P
1

* Jack, you have saved my life ; but I shall be hungry

again to-morrow. Lend me a little money. 1

' I will lend you a guinea or two. But tell me first how
came you here ? I thought you were in the confidence of

a certain noble lord.
1

' He is a villain, Jack. He is the greatest villain

unhung. Oh ! hanging is too good for him. After all I

did for him ! The lying villain I

1

' What you did for him, Sam, was to give him the chance

of ruining an innocent and helpless girl.
1

1 I gave him the heiress. Was it nothing to promote

the daughter of a plain merchant and make her a Countess P
1

i Tell me more. What were you to get for it P
1

' It was I who invented an excuse for taking my Lord

and his friends to Lynn.
1

' Yes, I understand. You invented the Spa. The
water in the well

1

' The water is very good water. It could do no harm.

I wrote to the Doctor—I invented the analysis, applying it

from another. I told him about the discovery and the

things said by the newspapers. There was no discovery ;

nobody had heard of the water ; no physician sent any of

his patients there ; the only visitors from London were my
Lord and his friends.

1

' They were all his friends, then P
1

' All. His Reverence is in the pay of Beelzebub, I

believe. The Colonel is a bully and a gamester—Sir

Harry is a well-known decoy—Lady Anastasia shares her

bank with Lord Fylingdale. They were a nest of sharpers

and villains, and their business and mine was to spread

abroad reports of the shining virtue of his Lordship.
1
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' All this, or part of it, we found out or guessed. The

Vicar publicly denounced you all at the Assembly. But

what were you to get by it for yourself T

' I was to have an appointment under Government of

i?200 a year at least.
1

'Well?1

' I was to have it directly after the marriage. That was

the promise. I have it in writing.*'

' And you have not got it T
' No ; and I shall not get it. When I claimed it his

Lordship asked me to read the promise. I showed it him.

I had kept it carefully in my pocket-book. " On the

marriage of Lord Fylingdale with Miss Molly."" What

do you think he said ? Oh, villain ! villain V

1 What did he say P
1

' He said, " Hold there, my friend ! On the marriage.

Very well, although I say that I am married to that lady,

very oddly the lady swears that she is not married to me.

Now, when that lady acknowledges the marriage I will

fulfil my promise. That is fair, is it not P" Then I lost

my head and forgot his rank and my position, and the

next moment I was kicked into the street by his lackeys

without salary, without anything. Oh, villain ! villain P

It seemed as if there was here some opening—of what

nature I knew not. However, I spoke seriously to Sam.

I pointed out that in introducing a broken gamester—

a

profligate—a man of no honour or principle, the com-

panion of profligates and gamesters, to the simple folk of

Lynn who were ready to believe anything, he had himself

been guilty of an act more villainous even than the break-

ing of this contract. I gave him, however, a guinea for

present necessities, and I promised him five guineas more

if he would write a history of the whole business so far as

he was concerned. And I undertook to leave this money
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with my cousin the bookseller—to be paid over to him on

receiving the MS.

This business arranged, I had nothing more to do with

London. I had been, however, as you shall presently learn,

more successful than I myself understood, for I had learned

by actual presence the daily life and conversation of this

noble Lord, and I had laid the foundation for a proof of

the conspiracy to disguise his true character. And, what

was much more important, I had unwittingly fired the

mind of the mysterious woman herself with resentment and

jealousy.



CHAPTER XLI

THE FIRST AND THE SECOND CONFEDERATE

We were now, indeed, although we knew it not, very near

the end of these troubles.

I returned with the satisfaction of bringing with me the

confession of the conspiracy which we had long known.

Still, it is one thing to know of a conspiracy, and quite

another thing to have a plain confession by one of the

chief conspirators. You may imagine that the poet was

not long in writing out a full and complete confession,

and in claiming the five guineas of my cousin, who took

the liberty of reading the document, and of witnessing

his signature before he gave up the money.

' Take it, sir,"
1

he said ;
' if to be a villain is to earn a

reward of five guineas you have earned that reward. Take

it, Judas Iscariot. Take it, and make a poem on the

Wages of Sin if you can.''

' You trample on the weak. I am a worm who cannot

turn. Still, sir, if you can find honest employment for a

pen which adorns all it touches
,

' Go, sir. For such as you I have no employment. My
poets and authors may be poor, but they are honest. Get

thee out of my sight."

I showed the document first to my father and the

Vicar.

* So far, well,
1

said the latter. ' If proof were needed

27



418 THE LADY OF LYNN

of a most wicked conspiracy here it is. But in the main

thing we are no more forward than before, Jack. We are

not helped by this writing to the mystery of the strange

woman and her intervention. A strange woman indeed

she must be—one such as described by the wise king.
1

* We shall find her yet. What hold can this spend-

thrift gamester have upon the woman—his partner in the

crime ? Some time or other she will be tempted to

reveal the truth.
1

' We know not. Women are not as men. They love

the most worthless as well as the most noble.
1 Lady

Anastasia had said the same thing.

' Love is like the sunshine, my son. It falls upon good

and evil alike, and, like the sunshine, it may be wasted, or

it may be turned to help. We must not expect to find

this woman ; we must not count upon her revenge or her

repentance.
1

' We shall find her, sir, I am certain that we shall find

her. The spendthrift wastes and scatters with a kind of

madness. He will soon finish all, and will have nothing

left for his confederates. You see what one confederate

has confessed, having been betrayed by his master.
1

Said the Vicar :
' The sweet singer of Israel ceases not

to proclaim the lesson that all the generations must learn

and lay to heart—" I have seen,
11

he says, " the wicked in

great power, and spreading himself like a green bay-tree.

Yet he passed away, and, lo ! he was not. Yea, I sought

him, and he could not be found.
11

Patience, therefore, let

us have patience.
1

He fell into a meditation in which I disturbed him not.

After a while he returned to the business of Sam's written

confession, which he held in his hands.

' It is remarkable,
1

he said, ' how this young man, who

from his boyhood was a self-deceiver, imagining himself to
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be somebody, endeavours to place his conduct in a light

flattering to his self-deception. It is evident, abundantly,

that he has been guided throughout by two motives, the

one as base as the other. The first is revenge for the

wholesome cudgelling which the Captain bestowed upon

him. It was administered, I doubt not, with judicial

liberality—even erring on the side of liberality—and he

left in the mans mind that longing for revenge which

belongs to the weaker and the baser sort. See, he writes,

"Since Captain Crowle was resolved to marry his ward

above her station, I was quite sure that he would be

grateful to me for the signal service which he could in

no way effect by his own efforts of raising her from her

humble condition to the rank of Countess/' He thus

betrays himself. And as to the second motive, he says,

" A poor man has the right to better himself if he can.

It is his duty. I saw a way, an unexpected and an honour-

able way." Listen to the creature. " I made the dis-

covery that my patron, by gambling and raking, had

become, as regards his affairs, nothing less than what in a

merchant would be called a bankrupt. That is to say, he

had spent all he had, sold all he could, raised all the

money possible on his entailed estates, and but for his

privilege as a peer would now be in a debtor's prison.

Yet he contrived to keep his head above water—I found

out how, as well—and still maintained a brave show,

though, by reason of his bad character, he was not

countenanced except by profligates like himself. I there-

fore laid open to him a way of restoring his affairs. I

offered to introduce him to a great heiress. At first he

did not believe that there was in any country town an

heiress with the fortune that I described to him. But I

gave him some proofs and I promised him more. Where-

upon I made known my condition. As soon as he was

27—2
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married to this heiress he was to procure for me, by

purchase or by influence, a post under Government worth

at least i?200 a year, with perquisites, or perhaps a benefice,

if I could procure ordination, of which I had no doubt in

thinking of my learning and my character for piety."

' Ho I

1

said my father, ' his learning and his piety V
' " My patron is now master of that fortune and is

wasting it as fast as he can in the old courses. He refuses

to keep his promise. Nay, he hath sold the last prefer-

ment in his gift to the highest bidder. It was a rectory

of ^350 a year."
'

' This fellow," said the Vicar, ' knows that his patron is

at his last guinea. He knows him to be a loose liver and

a gamester, and he has not hesitated in conspiring to

place this innocent girl, by means of her simple guardian,

in the hands of such a man. Yet he whines and thinks

himself ill-used, and a football of fate. Formerly, he

thought himself the favourite of the muses. The man is a

cur, Jack ; he has the cunning and the cowardice and the

treachery of a mongrel cur. Take back his confession.

It may, however, be useful.

'

' What about the discovery concerning the Spa P
1

' Why, Jack, it seems as if he drew his bow and shot an

arrow at a venture, yet hit the bull's eye. The Doctor

has a book, in which he inscribes cases of cures effected by

the waters of the Spa. The book is well-nigh filled. It

is true that this Prince of Liars invented and pretended

the discovery of a Spa ; it is also true, as we cannot but

believe, that the waters have actually done all that he

pretended. He, therefore, unconsciously, seems to have

proclaimed the truth. Let the thing remain as it is, then.

Time will show. The next season's cases and cures will

perhaps establish the reputation of the Spa on a more

solid basis even than at present.
1
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Time, as I have already told you, did show, for no one

came at all. The Spa was neglected in its second season
;

in the third it was forgotten ; even the Pump Room was

removed, and only the well remained. But the Doctor,

who was bitterly disappointed with the failure, was never

informed concerning the true history of the Grand Dis-

covery.

It was the perfidy of the Chief Conspirator to every one

who assisted him which brought about the full exposure

of the truth. I have been careful to let you know at every

step the whole truth as we discovered it afterwards. You

have understood the conspiracy from the outset, and the

villainy of all concerned. The woman in the pink silk

cloak has been no mystery to you. Perhaps you admire

our simplicity in not guessing the truth. Reader, you are

young, perhaps ; or you have been young. In either case,

I am sure that you have experienced the ease with which

a woman, lovely, sympathetic, winning, will with the

combined aid of her beauty, her voice, her witchcraft, so

surround herself with an imaginary air of truth, sincerity

and purity, as to exclude all possibility of treachery and

falsehood. Lady Anastasia had allowed me to discover,

whether by inadvertence or not, that she was jealous ; but

what did I know of feminine jealousy and its powers ?

I might have known, perhaps, that jealousy implies love,

or, at least, the claim to exclusive possession ; but what

did I know of the strength and passion of woman's love ?

I was young ; I was inexperienced ; I was a sailor, ignorant

of many common wiles ; I was easily moved by a woman,

and I had that universal respect for rank which makes us

slow to believe that a lady of quality can be treated as if

it were possible to suspect her. By the same rule I should,

you will say, be equally unable to regard Lord Fylingdale

with suspicion. But we are not always consistent with
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ourselves. Besides, his Lordship was a man and not a

woman. Rank or no rank, we know that a man is always

a man. And, in addition, he stood between Molly and

me.

I have said that we were near the end of our troubles.

One after the other the victims of Lord Fylingdale's perfidy

and of their own wickedness came over, so to speak, to the

other side, impelled by rage and the desire for revenge,

and made confession. There were five—I take them in

order. The first was our old friend Sam, whose confession

you have heard ; the second was Colonel Lanyon. Like

the poet, he also fell upon evil days ; but, less lucky than

Sam, he lost his liberty, and became a prisoner for debt in

the King's Bench Prison. When such an one is arrested

and thrown into prison he is in grievous, if not in hopeless

case ; for, supposing his brothers or cousins to be in a

responsible position, they are ashamed of one who has led

the life of a gamester and a bully and a decoy. They will

not help him to begin again his old life, and if they are

like himself, they want all they have for their own pleasures

—rakes being the most selfish of all men—and so they

will not help him. He wrote, therefore, from his prison,

addressing himself to Captain Crowle as the guardian of

the lady for whose capture their snares were set.

' Sir,' he said, ' I am a prisoner for debt, lying in the

King's Bench, and likely to remain a prisoner for the rest

of my life. I have cousins who are prosperous. They
refuse to assist me. Yet my detaining creditors are few

and the whole amount is ridiculously small, considering my
position and my reputation. That my own cousins should

refuse to release me is, I own, a matter which surprises me,

for I have conferred lustre upon a name hitherto obscure

by my gallantry, my bravery, and my many adventures.

It is a heartless world. There are many honest gentlemen
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in this place, besides myself, who have found the world

heartless and ungrateful.''

' Humph P said the Vicar, in whose presence the Captain

began to make out this surprising letter.

' My misfortunes are due to no less a person than my

Lord Fylingdale, a man whose treachery and ingratitude

are not equalled, as far as I know, by the history of any

villain that was ever hanged.''

' Why,1

the Captain interrupted, ' here's a fellow catched

in his own toils. Do you read it, Jack ; your eyes are

better than mine.
1

So I took it. ' When I consider not only his conduct

towards myself, but his systematic deception towards you,

sir, I am moved by indignation to write to you and to

expose a plot in which I had a hand, but in ignorance.

Sir, I would have you know that for many years I have

been in the employ of his Lordship. It is not an uncommon

thing, when an officer is broken and cannot find employ-

ment for his sword, to enter the service of some patron,

whom he must oblige by all means in his power. In

return, he is safe from arrest, and must take what wages

are given him. My own services were those of a decoy to

a gaming-table, in which his Lordship held a secret interest,

and of a duellist when my sword would be of use. In the

former capacity I served his Lordship for four years faith-

fully, bringing young gamesters to the table, luring them

on, playing high for their example, and winning pretended

sums for their encouragement. This kind of service is

perfectly well known and understood, so that those who

knew that Lord Fylingdale was my patron, knew also that

he had an interest in the bank. On three or four occa-

sions, when my Lord's honour was attacked, or his conduct

resented, I went out for him, and in all such cases rendered

it impossible for his adversary to continue the quarrel.
1
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' So,
1

said the Vicar, 'the fellow confesses that he is a

murderer, does he ?'

' In the pursuit of his Lordship's service I have cheerfully

incurred odium that was rightly his. But this kind of

odium ends, as I found, by blasting the reputation for

honour, even of a most honourable man, such as myself."

' Ha V cried the Vicar.

' This odium now follows me everywhere—from Bath to

Tunbridge, and from Tunbridge to London, so that there

are not many gaming-houses into which I am now suffered

to enter, and my company has of late declined to the level

of the 'prentice and the shopkeeper. I have also been

driven off the Heath at Newmarket, charged with corrupt-

ing the trainers ; and even at the cockpit I have incurred

suspicion as to doctoring the birds. All—all was in the

service of my patron.
1

' Villain ! Villain V said the Vicar.

' In May last I was ordered by my Lord to proceed to

Lynn Regis, a town of which I had no knowledge. There

was to be a gaming-table, in which, as usual, he was

interested. My duty was again to act as decoy. I was

also, at the same time, to lose no opportunity of represent-

ing his Lordship as a miracle of virtue. The reason of

these orders I did not ask. I obeyed, however, although

it certainly seemed to me that any praise of virtue on the

part of a gamester like myself would be received with

suspicion.

' As regards the performance of my duties at Lynn I say

nothing. The play was miserably low, in spite of my own
example and encouragement. The company considered a

guinea a monstrous sum to lose. The bank made nothing

to speak of. As regards my own private concerns, there

was but one man with whom I transacted business worth

naming. This, however, was highly satisfactory, for, from
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this one person, without raising the least suspicion, I won

as much as i?l,200, which was to be raised upon his estate

in the county. Three-fourths of this would go to my Lord.

I had not made so successful a haul for many years.

' Now, one morning, after a debauch, much heavy drink-

ing and more losses, this gentleman, Tom Rising by name,

came to me, and confided to me, under the oath of secrecy,

his intention of carrying off that very night the heiress of

Lynn, as she was called. If he succeeded, he would pay

the whole of his losses the very next day. If not, he must

wait until the money could be raised. In order to effect

this object he would have to go to Norwich ; the business

would take time. But he was sure of success. He could

not fail. He further described to me the plan he had

formed, and the place whither he would carry the girl.

' By this time I had formed a pretty good guess of

my patron's intention in coming to Lynn. Accordingly I

laid the matter before him.
1

1 After an oath of secrecy,
1

said the Vicar.

'He considered a great while, then he said, "Colonel,

this affair may turn out the most lucky thing that could

possibly happen. Be in the Card Room in readiness. We
will let the fellow go off with the girl, then I shall follow

and secure her. Do you understand ?"

' I understood that he desired the good grace of the lady,

and that such a rescue could not fail to procure her favour

unless he had already obtained it. " But," I said, " this

man is a bull for strength. He will fight for the girl, and

he will be like a mad bull. It is dangerous."

'"I will myself," he replied, "undertake to tame this

bull. Man, do you suppose that a master of fence can fear

the result of an encounter with a fellow always half drunk,

and on this occasion, which makes the thing more easy,

more than half mad with rage and disappointment."
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' Sir, you know the rest. The abduction of the lady was

known beforehand by my Lord and myself. He might

have stopped it, but that he wanted the honour and the

glory of the rescue."'

' There is no end or limit to the villainy of the pair,' said

the Vicar.

'The next day, Tom Rising having a sword wound in

the right shoulder, I waited upon his lordship. I pointed

out that the serious wound inflicted on Mr. Rising; had

brought his life in danger ; that even if he recovered,

his old friends, who were very angry with him for the

attempted abduction, would have no more to do with him

;

that, from all I had heard, he would with difficulty raise

so much money as he owed me upon an estate already

dipped ; that he had other creditors ; and that one result

of the business was that we had possibly lost i?l,200 or a

good part of it, of which one-fourth, or i^SOO, would have

been my share, and I asked my Lord point-blank if he

thought I could afford to lose .f300.

' My Lord laughed pleasantly. " Shall a trifle of =£300

part two old friends, Colonel ? Not so, not so. When I

marry this heiress, not ^300, but a thousand shall be

yours. Remember ; write it down. It is a promise.

After my marriage I will give you a clear thousand to

repay your losses and expenses.""

'This was a promise on which I relied, and you may
imagine my satisfaction when I heard that my Lord had

been married privately at six in the morning. I waited on

him at once for the money. " Patience, man," he said,

" I must first touch it myself. I cannot get at the money
without certain forms. There shall be no needless delay.

1 '

So I refrained.

' I had been put to heavy expense by going to Lynn and

living there. I had to keep up the outward appearance
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of substance ; I threw money about, I ordered bowls of

punch, I lost over a hundred pounds in establishing my
credit on a firm basis ; I won nothing to speak of, except

from Tom Rising. In the end I was publicly insulted and

exposed by a vulgar beast called Gizzard, after his low

trade. This was in presence of Tom Rising himself, who

thereupon swore that he would pay me nothing. The

world is full of men always ready to repudiate their debts

of honour.
1

' It is indeed,
1

said the V
r

icar, ' and of men who do not

act in accordance with the laws of honour.
1

' Sir, you will hardly believe me. My Lord now refuses

to pay even my expenses. He owes me a thousand pounds

promised as my share in the business. I have spent one

hundred pounds in establishing my credit and another

hundred for my personal expenses—in all <i?l,200.

' Now, sir, I have a proposition to make. I know the

dispute about the alleged marriage. I believe there was a

personation and that I know the woman who personated

your deeply-injured ward in the church. Pay me ^Jl,200

and I will name her.
1

' Softly,
1

said the Vicar. ' To name the lady is not to

prove the personation.
1

' You cannot hesitate,
1

the letter went on. ' Already I

am sure my Lord has wasted ten times that sum. I hear

from all sides that he is like one who squanders an

inexhaustible treasure. Send me this money and I will

put you in the way of exposing him to the world as a con-

spirator and of putting a stop to further robbery. You

shall at least be enabled to save what is left.

1 As you may require a few days to deliberate over this

proposal, I beg you to let me have by the first opportunity

a few guineas in advance. Otherwise I shall have to part

with my clothes. In my line of life a good appearance is
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essential. Should I be driven to that necessity I shall

indeed be ruined for life, because I shall have to go over

to the common side, where my accomplishments and skill

will be of no use whatever to me.'

' He means that you cannot get any profit by cheating

at play those who have nothing. Is that all. Jack T
1 That is all.

1
I folded the letter and gave it to the

Captain.

' To name the lady, I say,
1

the Vicar repeated, ' is not to

prove the crime. It might, however, suggest an explana-

tion to the mystery. The letter proves that there is an

explanation. Still, Captain, my opinion is that the writer

of this letter should receive no answer. There is no hard-

ship before him which he has not deserved. Let him lie

in his prison and repent. " Let the wicked be ashamed,

and let them be silent in the grave. Let the lying lips be

put to silence.
1,

Captain, let us have no traffic with this

ungodly man. Let him henceforth be silent in his grave.
1



CHAPTER XLII

THE THIRD AND THE FOURTH CONFEDERATE

The voice of the third confederate followed. It was a

voice from the tomb. Sir Harry Malyns, the poor old

butterfly who had lived for nigh upon eighty years in the

world of fashion ; who had spent his patrimony, and had,

in the end, been reduced to the miserable work of a decoy,

as you have heard, was at last summoned to render an

account of his life. What an account to render ! So many

thousand nights at the gaming table ; so many thou-

sand at suppers and after ; so many debauches ; so many

days of idle talk ; the whole of his long life devoted to

the pursuit of pleasure, or what the people of fashion call

pleasure. However, the old man was at last seized with a

mortal illness ; at the approach of death some of the scales

fell from his eyes ; his former ideas of honour came back

to him. He repented of his degradation as the secret

servant of Lord Fylingdale ; he repented of his share in

the deception which led to the promise, if not the per-

formance, of marriage between his patron and Miss Molly.

And he dictated to someone, who attended him in his

last moments, a brief note which was accepted in the spirit

of forgiveness, which he desired.

The communication was addressed to Captain Crowle.

k The following words,
1

it was written, ' were in substance

dictated by the late Sir Harry Malyns in his last illness,
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namely, the day before he became unconscious, in which

condition he lingered for forty-eight hours, when he

breathed his last.
1

There was neither signature, nor was the place of the

deceased gentleman's last illness indicated. The following

were the words dictated :

4
1, Sir Harry Malyns, Baronet, being now, I believe, at

the point of death, am greatly troubled in my conscience

over the part I played in the deception of Captain Crowle,

of King's Lynn ; his ward, Miss Molly ; and the people of

the place, as to the character and principles of the Earl of

Fylingdale. I very soon discovered his design in going to

the town, and his hopes of securing the fortune of the

lady called the Heiress of Lynn. My own part, to deceive

her friends in the way indicated, I performed with zeal,

being but the creature and servant of his Lordship, with

no hope of help from any other quarter, should I lose his

patronage. It was a most dishonourable part to play,

unworthy of my name and of my family. I desire to

convey to the young lady my humble request for her

forgiveness, and my hope that a way may be found for her

out of the toils spread for her by myself and others, his

creatures and servants.

' There is, I learn, a denial on the lady's part as to her

marriage at all. Of this I know nothing. But I am
assured in my own mind that if this denial involves any

act of treachery, perfidy, fraud, or conspiracy on the part

of his Lordship, on that account alone, and without con-

sidering the many virtues, the candour, truth, and inno-

cence of the lady, I should accept her denial. But in this

crowning act of treachery, I rejoice that I have had neither

part nor lot.''

There was no signature, but there seemed no reason to
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entertain a doubt as to the genuine character of the com-

munication. The old man on his deathbed returned to a

late recognition of the laws of honour and a late repentance.

' He was a poor creature,
1

said the Vicar. ' He was

entirely made up of stays and wig and powder. He ought

to have been taken about the country in order to show

the world the true meaning of a fribble and a beau. It

is, however, something to his credit that in the end he

remembered the old tradition, and saw himself as he was.

Pray Heaven that his repentance was thorough V

1 Let us at least forgive him,' said Molly. ' He seemed

a harmless old gentleman. One would never have thought

him capable of acting so dishonourable a part. But he

repented. We must forgive him.''

' Meantime, we are no nearer the mysterious woman who

personated you, Molly ; nor do we understand why she did

it ; nor do we understand how it was done."'

A week later came another letter. This time it was

from the Rev. Benjamin Purdon, A.M. It was a truly

impudent letter, worthy of the man and his character.

' To Captain Crowle.
' Sir,—I have hesitated for some time whether to

address you on the subject of your ward's pretended

marriage with my late patron, Lord Fylingdale. I say

" pretended " because I am in a position to expose the whole

deception. I can place you in possession of the whole of

the facts. They are simple; they cannot be denied or

disproved. Your ward was not in the church at all ; she

was not married ; her place was taken by a woman who

personated her, appearing in your ward's dress, namely, a

pink silk cloak, the hood thrown over her head. I, who

performed the ceremony, was deceived. That is to say, I

was told the name of the bride and there was nothing to
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awaken any suspicions. At this point, and as a proof

that part of this story is true, I would ask your ward

to write her name in full, and I would then ask you to

compare that writing with the signature in the registers.*'

' Are we stupid T cried the Vicar. ' Have we been

struck with judicial stupidity? Let us instantly, without

any delay, proceed to this test. Molly, my dear, get

paper, pen, and ink. . . . So—now sit at the table.

Write your name as you usually write it when you sign a

letter.''

' But I never write any letters,"
1

said Molly.

'She writes the names on the pots of pickles and

preserved fruit,
1
said the Captain. ' Come, Molly, you can

sign your name.
1

The girl blushed and seized the pen. It was not with

the pen of a ready writer that she wrote, in a clumsy

hand—a hand unaccustomed to such writing—her name,

' Molly Miller/

' Is this your best writing, Molly ?

'Indeed, sir, I am ashamed that it is no better. At

school I learned better, but I have so little occasion to

write.''

' So long as it is the signature you would use in the

church it will serve,"
1

said the Vicar. ' Come, let us to

St. Nicholas"
1

at once, and send for the clerk. We will

examine these registers, and we will read the rest of the

letter afterwards."
1

The chest was unlocked ; the registers were taken out

;

the books were opened at the right page. The Vicar

laid Molly's writing beside that of the register.

' You see,"
1

said the Vicar, ' the very signature proclaims

the cheat. We have been, of a verity, seized with judicial

blindness for our sins.
1
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The differences were not such as could be explained

away, for the signature in the book was round and full

and flowing—a bold signature for a woman—every letter

well formed and of equal size, and in a straight line ; the

work of one who wrote many letters, and prided herselfj

apparently, on the clearness and beauty of her hand.

Molly's, on the other hand, showed letters awkwardly

formed, not in line, of unequal height, and the evident

work of one unaccustomed to writing.

* What doubt have we now P
1

asked the Vicar. ' My
friends, I see daylight. But let us return to complete my
reverend brother's letter.

1

The letter thus continued :

' You have now, I take it, satisfied yourself that your

ward could not possibly have penned that signature. You

have no doubt, if you had any before, that your ward's

denial was the truth.

' At the same time you do not appear to have considered

the matter worth fighting. It was not, for assuredly a

court of justice, even with the handwriting as evidence,

would have decided against you. So far, you were well

advised.

' You, therefore, withdrew opposition, and suffered the

husband to take over, what he claimed, control of the

estate.

' From what I am informed, he is pursuing a course of

mad riot, in which he alone sits cold and composed, as is

his wont, for the contemplation of wickedness in action is

more to his taste than becoming an actor himself; he is

also playing and losing heavily. Therefore, I have every

reason to believe that he will before long get through the

estate of his so-called wife. I hope he will, because he

will then have nothing left at all, and the last state of

that man will be as miserable as he deserves.

'

28
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' This man, too, has his revenge in sight,
1

said the Vicar.

' I come now to the main point. I do not suppose that

more than the third, or so, of your ward's fortune has yet

been wasted. I will enable you to save the rest.

' For a certain consideration, I need not write down its

nature, my noble patron promised to pay me d£
J
l 2,000 on

his marriage with this heiress. It is a large sum of money,

but the service I rendered was worth more.
1

' It was his own confederacy, I suppose.
1

' For the honour of the British aristocracy I regret to

inform you that Lord Fylingdale repudiates the contract.

He says that I may take any steps I please, but he refuses

to pay. That the consideration—but I need not go on ;

in a word, he will give me nothing.

' Under these circumstances I will expose the whole

affair, and put an end, at least, to his further depreda-

tions. If, therefore, you take over this obligation upon

yourself I am prepared to draw up an account of the whole

business—the personation of your ward, the reasons and

the manner of it, and an explanation of the very remark-

able coincidence—so remarkable as to seem impossible—of

the substitution of one woman for another at a moment's

notice. I further promise that this information will at

once turn the tables ; that you can refuse to let his Lord-

ship interfere further with your ward's estate ; and that

you can take steps to declare the so-called marriage null

and void. Nothing shall be left for explanation ; all shall

be quite simple and straightforward ; and I can put

evidence in your hands which you little suspect.

* Further, I promise and engage to ask for nothing until

I have proved all that has to be proved and have established

the fact that your ward was not married by me.

' You can send me twenty-five guineas in advance. It
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can gro to London to the coach office of the Swan with

Four Necks, where I will call for it.

' I am, naturally, after so great a disappointment, much

in want of money, therefore I shall be obliged if you will

make the advance fifty instead of twenty-five guineas.

'(Signed) Benjamin Purdon,

' Clerk in Holy Orders.
1

We looked at each other in silence.

' To procure thy freedom, Molly,
1
said the Vicar, taking

her hand, ' there is nothing which we would not do—that

honest men dare to do. But let us not be drawn away

from our duty. We will have no part nor lot nor any

traffic with rogues. This man is an arch-rogue. This

letter is the letter of a villain, who is, one would say—the

Lord forgive me for saying so of a fellow-sinner !—beyond

the power of repentance and beyond the hope of forgive-

ness. Patience, Molly, I think that we shall soon be re-

warded—even with the loss of all thy worldly goods.
1

28—2



CHAPTER XLIII

THE FIFTH AND LAST CONFEDERATE

And then came the final revelation—the confession of the

fifth and last confederate—which cleared up the whole

mystery and explained that which, with one consent, we

had all declared to be wholly unintelligible.

The counsel learned in the law gave his written opinion

that, considering that the marriage ceremony was fixed for

6 a.m. ; that the bridegroom had no knowledge of the

bride's intention not to present herself; that he left his

lodgings a few minutes before six ; that a few minutes after

six, one Pentecrosse, well known to the lady, witnessed the

marriage ceremony and believed the bride to be the lady

in question, dressed as she was accustomed to dress,

although he did not see her face ; that the parish clerk

also recognised the lady ; that the clergyman was ready

to swear that the bride was the lady ; and that the

registers showed her signature—there could be no chance

whatever of success in disputing or denying the marriage.

The Vicar, perceiving the weight of evidence, and adding

to it the apparent impossibility of procuring at a moment's

notice the personation of the bride, reluctantly advised

submission, while being firmly persuaded that Molly and

her mother had spoken the truth, and that there was

devilry somewhere.

We submitted, with what results you have seen.
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It is, I believe, a rule with some play-writers, where

they have a plot with a mystery or a secret in it, to keep

the audience in ignorance, and so to heighten their

interest, until the revelation in the last act clears up the

mystery and relieves the spectators of their suspense.

Others, again, allow the audience to understand at the

outset that their heroine or hero is the victim of villainy,

but do not explain the full nature of that villainy until

the end, when the plots of the wicked are brought to

light.

I have told this tale without the art of the playwright.

I have shown you exactly how things happened, though

we only discovered the truth long afterwards. For in-

stance, you know already what was the full explanation

of the marriage which I witnessed ; you know the surprise

with which the bridegroom discovered the truth, and you

know besides the impudent use which, by the advice of the

Reverend Benjamin Purdon, was made of that discovery.

Also you know the reason of the personation and the

person by whose indiscreet chattering it became possible.

I have now to tell you how we ourselves discovered the

truth.

After the arrival of the letters already described,

nothing new was learned for some months. That is to

say, Colonel Lanyon wrote no more ; the Reverend Mr.

Purdon, though he continued to write letters which

threatened concealment and offered exposure, alternately

;

though his demand for money dropped with every letter

until he had become a mere beggar, offering to reveal the

whole in return for the relief of his present necessities

;

gave no hint of the nature of the exposure he desired to

sell. But he had received, so far, no reply to any of his

letters.

Between January and June my ship made another
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voyage to Lisbon and back. When I landed, what I had

to learn was the continual solicitation of Mr. Purdon, and

the continual waste of the fortune. The demand for

money never ceased. ' Send up more money—more money
—more money. His Lordship is in urgent want of more

money.'
1

By this time a whole year had passed since the pre-

tended marriage and our submission. Never was a

magnificent property so destroyed and diminished in so

short a time. Farms, lands, houses were sold for what

they would fetch—at half their value—a quarter of their

value. All the money out at mortgage had been called

in—all the money received at the quay and the counting-

house had been sent to his Lordship's attorneys. In one

short twelvemonth the destruction had been such that in

June there was actually nothing left—nothing out of that

princely fortune, except the fleet of ships and the general

business. ' And now, Mr. Pentecrosse,"' said the manager

(lately clerk and accountant), ' the end draweth nigh. A
few more weeks or months and this great shipping firm,

near a hundred years old, which hath sent its ships all

about the world ; the most important house outside

London and Bristol, will put up its shutters and close its

door. Alas ! The pity of it ! The pity of it
!'

' But,
1

I said, ' this spendthrift Lord, this waster and

devourer, surely will not destroy the very spring and

fountain of this wealth V

' I know not. He seems possessed with a devil/ Here

the manager was wrong, because he was possessed of seven

devils. ' His waste is nothing short of madness. It seems

as if he was unable to look before him, even in such a

simple matter as the origin of the money, which he has

obtained by marriage—if he is married—and is now
wasting as fast as he can.'

1
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It is in no way profitable, unless one is a divine, to

search into the heart of the wicked man. The psalmist,

who was continually troubled by considering the ways of

the ungodly, supplies us with sufficient guidance as to his

mind and his thoughts. In the case of Lord Fylingdale,

I would compare him with the highwaymen and common

thieves in one particular, namely, that they seem to have

no power of thrift or of prudence, but must continually

waste and devour what they acquire without honest labour.

It is as if they understood that, their way of life being

uncertain, and the end at any time possible, their only

chance of enjoyment is the present moment. Now, Lord

Fylingdale was using the proceeds of an enormous robbery

obtained by a fraud of incredible audacity. I think he felt

the uncertainty of his hold. It depended on the silence of

two persons. Should these two persons unite in revealing

the conspiracy he would at least be able to rob no longer.

Now, he had already alienated both of them. The one

he had filled with the passion for revenge ; the other . . .

but you shall hear. I think, moreover, that he found a

gambler's joy in the handling of large sums and playing

with them ; that he kept no account of the money he lost

;

and that, with his companions, he kept a kind of open

house at certain taverns for the debauches over which he

presided, without condescending in person to join the

drunken orgy. Did he find a strange enjoyment in the

debauchery of others ? Men have been known—I cannot

understand it—to delight in torturing other men and in

witnessing their agonies ; men might also—I know not

how—take a delight in witnessing orgies and in listening

to the discourses of drunken rakes. But it is not profit-

able, as I said, to dwell upon the mind of such a man.

It was on the loth of June—I remember the date well

—and shall always remember it. The Lady of Lynn had
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arrived two days before, and we were moored off the quay.

At ten o'clock, or thereabouts, one of the stable-boys from

the house came aboard bringing a message for me. A lady,

lodging at the ' Crown,
1

desired to see me immediately.

The lady had arrived in the evening in a postchaise, having

with her a maid. She had given no name, but in the morn-

ing had asked if my ship was in port, and on learning that

it was she desired that a boy from the stables might carry

this message to me.

I landed at our own quay—I say our own, but it was no

longer ours, that is, Molly's quay. At the door of the

counting-house stood the manager in conversation with

the captain of one of our ships. He beckoned me to speak

with him. When he had finished his discourse with the

captain he turned to me.

' Mr. Pentecrosse,' he said, ' the worst has now begun.

Tell Captain Crowle—I should choke if I had to tell him.

Alas ! poor man ! It seems as if the work of his life was

ruined and destroyed.
1 So saying, he handed me a letter

to read. It was from my Lord's attorneys, Messrs. Bisse

and Son. ' I suppose,' said the manager, ' that they are

really acting for his Lordship. Their power of attorney

cannot be denied, can it ? Mr. Redman says that there is

nothing for it but obedience.'

The letter was short

:

' We have noted your information conveyed in the last

schedule. You are now instructed to proceed with the

sale of one of the ships. Let her be sold as she stands on

arriving in port with so much of the cargo as belongs to

your house. My lord is urgently pressed for money, and

begs that there may be no delay. Meantime send a draft

by the usual channel for money in hand.

' Your obedient servants,

4 Bisse and Son.'
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' A draft for moneys in hand P cried the manager.
' There are no moneys in hand ! And I have to sell with-

out delay a tall ship, cargo and all, as she stands. With-

out delay ! Who is to buy that ship—without delay ?'

I returned him the letter and shook my head. My
ship, perhaps, was the one to be sold. She was the

latest arrival ; she was filled with wine ; the cargo

belonged altogether to the house. So I should be turned

adrift when just within hail, so to speak, of becoming a

captain. I could say nothing in consolation or in hope.

I walked away, my heart as heavy as lead. Never before

had I felt the true meaning of this ruin and waste. All

around me the noble edifice built by Molly's grandfather

and her father, and continued by her guardian, had been

pulled down bit by bit. But one felt the loss of a farm or

a house very little. It was not until the ships, too, were

threatened, that the full enormity of the thing—the

incredible wickedness of the conspirators, was borne in

upon my mind. It threatened to ruin me, you see, as

well as Molly.

Therefore, I walked across the Market Place to the

' Crown ' more gloomy in my mind than I can describe.

Hitherto, somehow, a ship seemed safe ; no one would inter-

fere with a ship ; like Lord Fylingdale himself, I was ready

to ask whether a ship could be bought and sold. That is

to say, I knew that she was often bought and sold, but I

never thought that any of Molly's ships—any other ships

as much as you please, but not Molly's ships—could be

brought to the hammer.

The lady sent word that she would receive me. Imagine

my surprise ! She was none other than the Lady Anastasia.

She was greatly changed in six months. I had seen her

last, you remember, in January, when I met her in the

Park. She was then finely dressed, and appeared in good
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case, what we call a buxom widow—in other words, a

handsome woman, with a winning manner and a smiling

face. This was when I met her. When I left her on that

occasion she was a handsome woman marred with a con-

suming wrath.

Now, I should hardly have known her. She was plainly

attired, without patches or paint, wearing a grey silk

dress. But the chief change was not in her dress, but in

her face. She was pale, and her cheeks were haggard.

She looked like a woman who had recently suffered a

severe illness, and was, indeed, not yet fully recovered.

' Jack," she advanced, giving me her hand with her old

graciousness, ' you are very good to come when I call. It

is the last time that you will obey any call from me.'

' Why the last time, madam ?'

' Because, Jack, I am now going to make you my bitter

enemy. Yes, my enemy for life.
1

She tried to smile, but

her eyes grew humid. ' I can never be regarded henceforth

as anything else. You will despise me—you will curse

me. Yet I must needs speak.
1

' Madam, I protest—I know not what you mean.
1

' And I, Jack, I protest—I know not how to begin. Do
you remember last January, when we talked together ?

Let me begin there. Yes ; it will be best to begin there.

I do not think I could begin at the other end. It would

be like a bath of ice-cold water in January.
1

* I remember our conversation, madam. 1

' You told me—what was it you told me ? Something

about a certain box, or case of jewels.
1

'Molly's jewels. Yes, I told you how his Lordship

seized upon them at the first when he claimed control over

Molly's fortune.
1

' You told me that. It was in January. He had seized

upon them six months before. The thing surprised me.
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He had always told me that he could not get those jewels,

and, Jack, you see, they were my own.
1

' Yours, madam ? But—they were Molly's.
1

' Not at all. Molly, after her marriage, had nothing.

All became my Lord's property. The jewels were mine,

Jack—mine by promise and compact.
1

I understood nothing.
4
1 have seen in France the women kneeling at the boxes

where they confess to the priest. Jack, will you be my
priest ? I can confess to you what I could never confess

to Molly—though I have wronged her—Jack ! Oh ! my
priest

1 Here she fell on her knees and clasped her

hands. ' No—no,
1

she cried. ' I will not rise. On my
knees, on my knees—not to ask your pardon, but for the

shame and the disgrace and the villainy.
1

1 Madam—I pray—I entreat.
1

I took her by both hands. I half lifted her and half

assisted her. She sank into an armchair sobbing and

crying, and covered her face with her hands. She was not

play-acting. No—no—it was real sorrow—true shame.

Oh ! there was revenge as well. No doubt there was

revenge. If she had been wicked, she had also been

wronged. Presently she recovered a little. Then she sat

up and began to talk.

' I am the most miserable woman in the world—and I

deserve my misery. Jack, when you go back to your ship,

fall on your knees and thank God that you are poor and

that Molly has been robbed of her fortune and is also

poor. Oh ! to be born rich—believe me—it is a thing

most terrible. It makes men become like Lord Fylingdale,

who have nothing to do but to follow pleasure—such

pleasure ! Ah ! merciful Heaven ! such pleasure ! And

it makes women, Jack, like me. We, too, follow pleasure

like the men—we become gamblers—there is no pleasure
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for me like the pleasure of gambling ; we fall in love for

the pleasure and whim of it—till we are slaves to men

who treat us worse than they treat their dogs—worse than

they treat their lackeys. Then we forget honour and

honesty ; then we throw away reputation and good name

;

we accept recklessly shame and dishonour. My name has

become a byword—but what of that ? I have been a

man's slave—I have done his bidding.
1

' But how, madam '—still I understood very little of

this talk, yet became suspicious when she spoke thus of

the jewels—' how came Molly's jewels to be your own F
1

' I tell you, Jack. By promise and compact. I must

go back to another discourse with you. It was on a cer-

tain evening a year ago. You had made the fine discovery

that Lord Fylingdale was a gamester and the rest of it.

You told me. You also told me that Molly would not

keep her promise, and would certainly not be at the

church in the morning. Do you remember T
' I remember that we talked about things.

1

' We did. Go back a month or two earlier. By a most

monstrous deception I was brought here. I was told first

that it was in order to further some political object, which

I did not believe ; next, to help him in getting the com-

mand of this money—some women, I said, easily lose

their sense of honour and of truth when they want to

please their lovers. As for marriage, he declared for the

hundredth time that there was but one woman in all the

world whom he would marry—myself. Now do you under-

stand ? He had deceived me. Very well, then I would

deceive him. At first my purpose was to await in the

church the coming of the bride and expose the character

of the man. Since she was not coming I would take her

place.
1

' What ? It was you, then—you—you ?
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' Yes, Jack. I was the woman you saw at the rails. I

had a pink silk cloak like that of Molly ; I am about the

same height as Molly. I wore a domino as had been

arranged. You took me for Molly.
1

' But—if you were the bride
,

' I was the bride. I am the Countess of Fylingdale

—

for my sins and sorrows—his wretched wife.
1

' But you would be revenged, and yet you suffered this

monstrous fraud F"

' I was revenged. Yet—why did I say nothing ? Did

I not say that you could never forgive me ? Well, I have

no excuse, only, as I said, women like me, with nothing

to do, sometimes go mad after a man and for his sake cast

away honour and care nothing for shame and ill-repute. I

say, Jack,' she repeated earnestly, ' that I make no excuse

—I tell you nothing but the plain truth. Lord ! how

ugly it is P

I said nothing, I only stood still waiting for more.

' When I took off my domino in the vestry, my Lord,

with the man Purdon only being present, was like a

madman. That I expected. After raging for a while and

crying out that he was now ruined indeed, and after cursing

Mr. Purdon for not destroying the registers, he listened to

Mr. Purdon's advice that we should consider a way out of

it. Accordingly, in my lodgings, the man Purdon, who is

the greatest inventor and encourager of every evil thing

that lives, set forth the ease with which this marriage

could be claimed, unless there was any obstacle such as

sudden illness which might be proved to have made

Molly's presence impossible. In other words, we were to

assure the unfortunate Molly that she was already married,

and we were to act as if that was the fact. We ascertained

without trouble that she had not left the house that morn-

ing. How ? We sent the music to congratulate the bride,
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and the Captain sallied forth in his wrath and drove

them off.''

' And to this you consented, out of your passion for the

man P
1

' Partly. There is always more than one reason for a

woman's action. In this case there was a bribe. I confess

that I have always ardently desired jewels. I cannot have

too many jewels. He promised, Jack, that I should have

them all. Perhaps—I do not know—the promise of the

jewels decided me. Oh, Jack, they were wonderful ! No
such bribe was ever offered to a woman before.''

I gazed upon her with amazement. Truly, an explana-

tion complete ! Yet what a confession for a proud woman
to make ! Love that made her trample on honour and

truth and virtue, and a bribe to quicken her footsteps

!

' And now,' I said, ' you are willing to make this story

public T
' I have thought about the business a good deal. It has

caused me more annoyance than you would believe."'

('Annoyance'
1

! She spoke of 'annoyance'!) 'Besides, I

have been cruelly abused. I have been the cause of that

poor girl losing a great part—perhaps the whole—of her

fortune. I have been robbed of the jewels. He swore to

me a dozen times that he has never had them. I may by
tardy confession save something from the wreck for that

poor girl. He has wronged me in every way—in ways that

no woman will, or can, forgive. I revenge my wrongs by

making him a beggar a few weeks or months before he can

come to the end of his money. 1

So in this distracted way she talked, till one could not

tell whether she was most moved by the thought of

revenge or by pity for Molly, or by a wholesome repent-

ance of her sin.

' Jack,
1

she said, ' your honest face is pulled out as long
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as my arm. I could laugh if I were not so miserable.

Tell me what I should do next. Mind, I will do exactly

what you bid me do. I have lived so long among kites,

hawks, crows, and birds of prey, with foul creatures and

crawling reptiles, that merely to talk to an honest man

softens and subdues me. Take me in the humour, Jack.

To-morrow, or next day, should the idea of the man

possess my soul again, if he should stand over me and take

my hand, I know not—I know not what would happen.

Perhaps, even for Molly's sake, I could not resist him. I

am but a poor, weak, miserable woman. And he has led

me hither, and sent me thither, and made me his slave so

long, that he has become part of my life. Quick, then,

Jack ! Tell me what to do.
1

' Come with me,' I said.

So she wrapped herself in a long cloak—not of pink silk

—and she put on a domino, and I led her to Mr. Red-

man's office. And here I begged her to let me set down in

writing what she had told me, but in fewer words ; while

Mr. Redman stood over me and read what I wrote and as

I wrote it.

' The story, your ladyship,
1

he said, ' is the most re-

markable that I have ever heard. You will now sign it

before witnesses—my clerk and one whom he will bring

from the Custom House will serve. So—they will sign

without knowing what the paper contains.
1

So she signed in the same bold running hand that we

had seen in the registers.

' "What next P
1

she asked.

* Why, madam, we have to consider the next step. It is

obvious that the confession removes the whole of the diffi-

culty, and explains what has hitherto seemed inexplicable.

How, it was asked, could the place of the bride be filled

at the last moment, and without previous knowledge that
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it would have to be filled ? And who was the woman thus

duly married and actually, though under a false name, made

Countess of Fylingdale, who did not step forward and claim

her rights ? Now, madam, the question is answered. You
knew, but my Lord did not know, that the bride would

not come to the church. You were there, therefore, to

take her place. You joined in this conspiracy, and kept

silence for the reasons contained in this document.
1

' Quite so. And now, sir, what next ? Will you bring

my Lord to justice ? Shall I have to give evidence against

him ?'

' Madam, I know not. You have done your best, not

so much to repair a great wrong as to stop further wrong.

If I understand matters aright it will be impossible to

recover anything that has been taken.
1

* You might as well hope to recover a sack of coals that

have been burned.
1

' Therefore, what we have to do first, is to stop further

pillage. Next, I apprehend, we must make it clear that

your signature in the register was false.
1

Lady Anastasia rose and put on her domino again.

' I am going back to London, sir. Mr. Pentecrosse

knows my house where I am to be heard of for the present.

It was a bad day's work when I was married in that pink

silk cloak. It may prove a worse day's work when I

confessed.
1

' Nay, madam,1

I said quietly, ' can it be a bad day's

work to stop a cruel and unfeeling robbery P
1

' I have done my part, gentlemen, for good or for ill.

In a few weeks or months the man would have beggared

himself as well as that poor girl. Now he is beggared

already. I know not what he will do, nor whither he will

turn.
1

So I led her back to the ' Crown, 1 and that same day she



THE FIFTH AND LAST CONFEDERATE 449

took her departure and I have never seen her since. One

letter, it is true, I had from her of which I will tell you in

due course.

Then I returned to Mr. Redman.
' Jack,

1

he said, ' I am going without further discussion

to warn the manager not to send any more money to these

attorneys and to disregard their orders. I shall write at

once warning- them that we have now in our hands clear

proof that my client is not married to Lord Fylingdale,

and that we are considering in what manner we should

proceed with regard to the large sums that have been

remitted to his orders. This, Jack, is the way of lawyers.

We write such a letter knowing that we shall not proceed

further in this direction, for the scandal would be very

great and the profit would be very small. Besides, there

is the awkward fact that we made no protest, but sub-

mitted. Yet sure and certain I am that the other side

will not dare to go into court, being conscious of guilt, yet

not knowing how much we have learned.
1

' It seems a tame ending that villainy should get off

unpunished."

' Not unpunished, Jack. You young men look to see

the lightning; strike the wicked man. That is not the

way, believe me. He never goes unpunished, though he

may be forgiven. I look not for the flash of lightning to

strike this man dead, but I look for the vengeance of the

Lord—perhaps to-day, perhaps to-morrow.

'

He read over again the paper signed by Lady Anastasia.

' It is a strange confession,'' he said. ' There is the wrath

of a jealous woman in it. He might have beaten her and

cuffed her; he might have robbed her; and she would

have forgiven him. But he has followed after strange god-

desses. She spoke about the jewels. I suppose that he

has long since given them to these strange goddesses.

29
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Hence her repentance. Hence her revenge. Jack, I think

we ought to have the other confederate's confession—that

of the man Purdon. He wanted £12,000 for it at first.

He then came down to i?6,000 ; he now offers it for relief

of his present necessities. I will send my attorney to see

him. The Vicar refuses to have any dealings with

scoundrels. In this case, however, it might be politic to

traffic with him. We will offer him ^100 for a full con-

fession. I will instruct my attorney what particulars to

expect.
1

My story is nearly finished. Molly recovered her

freedom with the loss of by far the greater part of her

fortune. She had, indeed, nothing left except her fleet

and the trade carried on by the firm in which she was sole

partner. Still she remained the richest woman in the town.

There was no difficulty in procuring from the Reverend

Mr. Purdon a full statement of the conspiracy. It was,

of course, to be expected that he should represent Lord

Fylingdale as the contriver and the proposer of the

abominable design. However, he gave under safeguards

of witness and signature a plain recital of what had

happened, in which he was borne out by the other con-

fession in our hands.

And here follows the letter from the Lady Anastasia.

' My dear Jack,' she said,

' News reaches Lynn slowly if it gets there at all.

Therefore I hasten to inform you that an end has come

—perhaps the end that you would desire. My Lord is no

more. I am a widow. Yret I mourn not. My husband

in name during the last twelve months has acted as one no

longer in command of himself. I cannot think, indeed,

that he has been in his right mind since he entered upon

that great crime of which you know. He would have gone
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from bad to worse, and I should have suffered more and

still more. He killed himself. He placed the muzzle of a

pistol within his mouth and so killed himself.

' It was yesterday. I went to see him. I had to tell

him what I had done. I expected he would kill me.

Perhaps it would have been better had he done so.

' I found him with his attorney, a man named Bisse, whom

I have seen with him frequently.

* " Pray, madam, take a chair. I am your humble

servant. You can go, Mr. Bisse,
11

said my Lord. " You

have my instructions. Order the manager to proceed with

the sale of the ships.
11

' " With submission, my Lord. We can send him orders,

but we can only make him obey by proceeding according

to law. He finds excuses. He makes delays. He talks

of sacrificing the ships to a forced sale.
11

' " You will not proceed according to law, my Lord,
11

I

told him.
' " Why, madam ?

11

' " Because I have been to Lynn myself, and have ex-

plained certain points in connection with the marriage

service in St. Nicholas
1

Church.
11

' My Lord looked at me in his cold way, as if neither

surprised nor moved.
' " Mr. Bisse,

11

he said, " I will communicate again with

you.
11

So the attorney left us. Then he turned again to

me.

' " My Lord,
11

I repeated, " I have made a statement of

all the facts.
11

' " I thank you, madam. I thank you with all my heart.

Let me not detain you.
11

' He said no more, and I rose. But the door was

thrown open, and Mr. Purdon walked in without being

announced.

29—2
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" Ha !" he said, seeing me, " we are all three, then,

together again. My Lord, I will not waste your time. I

have come to explain that since you have refused to per-

form your compact, you cannot complain if I have broken

up the whole business."
' " I thought I had ordered you out of my presence, sir.

1'

' " So you did. So you did. I have only come to say

that I have this day drawn up a full confession of the

conspiracy into which I was drawn by your Lordship,

deceived against my better judgment by the promise of a

large sum of money.'
1

* Lord Fylingdale pointed to the door. " You can go,

sir," he said. So the man Purdon obeyed and went away.

' Then he turned to me. " Anastasia, we were friends

once. I treated you shamefully in the matter of the

jewels. Things have gone badly with me of late. I seem

to have no luck. Perhaps I have, somehow, lost my judg-

ment. That money has done me no good. Curse that

scoundrel, Sam Semple ! It is all over now. The game

has been played. I have lost, I suppose. But every game

comes to an end at last." He talked unlike himself.

" You can go, Anastasia. You had better leave me.

You have had your revenge. Let that consideration

console you."

' I said no more, but left him. It was in the afternoon.

An hour later his people heard an explosion—they ran to

find the cause. Lord Fylingdale was lying dead on the

iloor.

' So, Jack, we are all punished, and none of us can

complain. For my own part, I am going into the country,

where I have a small dower-house. The solitude and the

dulness will, I dare say, kill me, but I do not care about

living any longer.

' Anastasia.
1
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She did, however, pass into a better mind. For I heard

some time after that she had married the Dean of the

neighbouring cathedral, not under the name of Lady
Fylingdale, which she never assumed, but under that of

her first husband.

As to the other confederates, the Poet, the Colonel, and

the Parson, I never heard anything more about them.

Nor do I expect now that I ever shall.

The rest of Molly's history, dear reader, belongs to me,

and not to the world.

THE END

BILLING AND SONS, LTD., PRINTERS, Ol'lLDKORI.
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Some One Else. Miss Balmaine's Past. I

Beyond the Pale.
In the Kingdom of Kerry. | Jason, &c. | Infatuation.
• To Let,' &C. Post Svo, picture boards, 2S. ; clotn limp, zs. 6d.

Terence. With 6 Illustrations by Sidney Paget. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Cruikshank's Comic Almanack. Complete in Two Series : The
FIRST, from 1835 to '"43 '• tne SECOND, from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of the Best Humour of
Thackeray, hood, Mayhew, albert Smith, A'Beckett, Robert Brough, &c. With
numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, HlNE, LANDELLS, &c.
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, js. 6d. each.

The Life of George Cruikshank. By Blanchard Jerrold. With 84 Illustrations and a
Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d.

Cum mi 21g (C. F. Gordon), Works by. Large cr. Svo, cloth, 6s, each.
In the Hebrides. With an Autotype Frontispiece and 23 Illustrations.

In the Himalayas and on the Indian Plains, with 42 Illustrations.

Two Happy Years in Ceylon. With 23 Illustrations.

Via Cornwall to Egypt. With a Photogravure Frontispiece.

Cussans (John E.).—A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions
for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. Fourth Edition, revised, with 408 Woodcuts
and 2 Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Cyples (William).—Hearts of Gold. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

Daudet (Alphonse).—The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs.

Davenant (Francis, M. A.).—Hints for Parents on the Choice of
a Profession for their Sons when Starting in Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

Davidson (Hugh Coleman).—Mr. Sadler's Daughters. With a
Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Davies (Dr. N. E. Yorke=), Works by. Cr. 8vo, is. ea.; cl„ is. 6i. ea.
One Thousand Medical Maxims and Surgical Hints.
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease.
Foods for the Fat : The Dietetic Cure of Corpulency and of Gout.

Aids to Long Life. Crown 8vo, zs. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Davies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited,
with Introduction and Notes, by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

Dawson (Erasmus, M.B.).—The Fountain of Youth. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, with Two Illustrations by HUME NlSBET, 3J. 6d.

De Guerin (Maurice), The Journal of. Edited by G. S. Trebutien.
With a Memoir by SAINTE-BEUVE. Translated from the 20th French Edition by JESSIE P. FROTH
INGHAM. Fcap. 8vo, half-bound, 2j. 6d.

De Maistre (Xavier).—A Journey Round my Room. Translated
by HENRY ATTWELL. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

De Mille (James).—A Castle in Spain. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with
a Frontispiece, y. 6d. *>

DerbyTfhe) : The Blue Ribbon of the Turf. With Brief Accounts
of The OAKS. By LOUIS HENRY CiJRZON. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Derwent (Leith), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers. «j

Dewar (T. R.).—A Ramble Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra-
tions. Crown Svo, cloth extra, js. 6d.
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De Wlndt (Harry), Books by.
Through the Gold-Fields of Alaska to Bering Straits, With Map and 33 full-page IUus

tralions. Cheaper Issue. Demy Svo, cloth, 6s.

True Tales of Travel and Adventure. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6d.

Dickens (Charles), About England with. By Alfred Rimmer.
With 57 Illustrations by C. A. VANDERHOOF and the AUTHOR. Square 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6J.

Dictionaries.
The Reader's Handbook of Famous Names In Fiction, Allusions, References,

Proverbs, Plots, Stories, and Poems. Together with an English and American
Bibliography, and a List of the authors and Dates of Dramas and operas. By
Rev. E. C. BREWER, LL.D A New Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth, ys. 6d.

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer,
LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. With Historical and Explanatory Notes by SAMUEL
A. BENT, A.M. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Slang Dictionary : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 6.1.

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. By
ELIE2ER Edwards. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d.

Dilke (Rt. Hon. Sir Charles, Bart., M.P.).—The British Empire.
C rown 8vo. buckram, 3-f. 6d

.

Dobson (Austin), Works by.
Thomas Bewick and his Pupils. With 93 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Four Frenchwomen. With Four Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s.

Eighteenth Century Yignettes. In Three Series. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. each.

A Paladin of Philanthropy, and other Papers. With 2 Illusts. Cr. Svo, buckram, 6s.

^Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities. TostDobson (W. T.).
Svo, cJoth limp, 2.T. da.

Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by.
Post Svo. illustrated boards, vs. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

The Man-Hunter. I Wanted!
Caught at Last. I

Tracked to Doom.
Tracked and Taken.
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan?
Suspicion Aroused.

A Detective's Triumphs.
In the Grip of the Law.
From Information Received.
Link by Link. | Dark Deeds
Riddles Read.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, jr. 61/. each ; post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth, zs. &.i. each.

The Man from Manchester. With 23 Illustrations.

The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. I
The Chronicles of Michael Danevitch.

Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

The Records of Vincent Trill, of the Detective Service.
|
Tales of Terror.

The Adventures of Tyler Tatlock, Private Detective.
Deacon Brodie ; or. Behind the Mask.

Pawling (Richard).—Old Corcoran's Money. Crown 8vo, cl., 35. 6d .

Doy le (A. Conan).—The Firm of Girdlestone. Cr. 8vo, cl., 35. 6d.

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 35. 6d. per Vol.
Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, and a Biographical Memoir by

WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols.

Chapman's Works. Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II., Poems and Minor
Translations, with an Essay by A. C. SWINKURNE ; Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey.

Marlowe's Works. Edited, with Notes, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol.

Massinger's Plays. From Giffords Text. Edited by Colonel Cunningham. One Vol.

Dudgeon (R. E., M.D.).—The Prolongation of Life. Crown 8vo,
buckram, 3*. 6d.

Duncan (Sara Jeannette : Mrs. Everard Cotes), Works by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. eaeh.

A Social Departure. With in Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSF.ND.
An American Girl In London. With 80 Illustrations by F. H. Townsend.
The Simple Adventures of a Memsahib. With 37 illustrations by F. 11. Townsend.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3*. 6J. each.

A Daughter of To-Day. | Yernon's Aunt . With 47 Illustrations by HAL Hurst.

Dutt~(RorneshCT).—England and India: A Record of Progress
during One Hundred Years. Crown 8vo, cloth, zs.

Early English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations,
by Kev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 3s. 6d. per Volume.

Fletcher's iGiles) Complete Poems. One Vol.

Da vies' (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols.

Herrick's iRobert) Complete Collected Poems. Three Vols.

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works. Three Vols.

Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).— Zephyrus: A Holiday in Brazil
and on the River Plate. With 41 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth extra. $s.

Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2$. each.
Archie Lovell. I A Point of Honour.
A Plaster Saint, Crown Svo, cloth, js. 6./.
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Edwards (Eliezer).—Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary
of Curious. Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. Cheaper Edition. Crcwn 8vo, cloth, y. 6rf.

Egan (Pierce).—Life in London. With an Introduction by John
CAMDEN HOTTEN , and a Coloured Frontispiece. Small demy 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. -

Egerton (Rev.3. C, M. A.). — Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways.
With Introduction by Rev. Dr. H. WACE, and Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, %s.

Eggleston (Edward).—Roxy: A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. boards, is.

Englishman (An) in Paris. Notes and Recollections during the
Reign of Louis Philippe and the Empire. Crown 8vo, cloth, _s. 6d.

Englishman's House, The : A Practical Guide for Selecting or Build-
ing a House. By C J. RICHARDSON. Coloured Frontispiece and S34 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth, y. 6d.

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), Works by.
The Life and Times of Prince Charles Stuart, Count of Albany (The Young Preten-

der). With a Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d.

Stories from the State Papers. With Autotype Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Eyes, Our : How to Preserve Them. By John Browning. Cr. 8vo, is.

Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. By Samuel Arthur Bent,
A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d.

Faraday (Michael), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 45. 6d. each.

The Chemical History of a Candle : Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience. Edited

by WILLIAM CROOKES, F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations.

On the Various Forces of Nature, and their Relations to each other. Edited by
WILLIAM CROOKES, F.C.S. With Illustrations.

Farrer (J. Anson).—War; Three Essays. Crown 8vo, cloth, 15. 6d.

Fenn (Q. Manville), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each.

The New Mistress.
I
Witness to the Deed. |

The Tiger Lily. I The White Virgin.

A Woman Worth Winning.
Cursed by a Fortune.
The Case of Allsa Cray.
Commodore Junk.
Black Blood.

Crown 8vo, cloth y. 6d. each.

Double Cunning.
A Fluttered Dovecote.
King of the Castle.
The Master of the Cere-

monies.

The Story of Antony Grace
The Man with a Shadow.
One Maid's Mischief.
This Man's Wife.
In Jeopardy.

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. each.

The Bag of Diamonds, and Three Bits of Paste.
A Crimson Crime. |

Running Amok.

Fiction A Catalogue of, with Descriptive Notices and Reviews of

over NINE HUNDRED NOVELS, will be sent free by Messrs. CHATTO & Windus upon application.

Fin=Bec.—The Cupboard Papers: Observations on the Art of Living
and Dining. Post 8vo, cloth limp, is. 6ii.

Firework-Making, The Complete Art of ; or, The Pyrotechnist's
Treasury. By THOMAS KENTISH. With 267 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, gj. 6d.

First Book, My. By Walter Besant, James Payn, W. Clark Rus-
sell Grant Allen, Hall Caine, George R. Sims, Rudyard Kipling, A. Conan Doyle,
M e'braddon. F. W. Robinson, H. Rider Haggard, R. M. Ballantyne, I. Zangwill,
Mor'ley Roberts, D. Christie Murray, Mary Corelli, J. K. Jerome. John strange
Winter Bret harte, • Q.,' Robert Buchanan, and R. L. Stevenson. With a Prefatory Story

by JEROME K. JEROME, and 185 Illustrations. A New Edition. Small demy Svo, art linen, 3*. bd.

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by.
Little Essays: Passages from the Letters of CHARLES LAMB. Post 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d.
;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, is.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each.

Bella Donna, I The Lady of Brantome. The Second Mrs. Tillotson.

p Uy. I Never Forgotten. I
Seventy-five Brooke Street.

Sir Henry Irving 1 Twenty Years at the Lyceum. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, u. 6d.

Flammarion (Camille), Works by.
Popular Astronomy: A General Description of the Heavens. Translated by J. ELLARD GORB,

F.R.A.S. With Three Plates and 388 Illustrations. Medium 8vo, cloth, iox. 6d.

Urania 1 A Romance. With 87 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ss.

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Christ's Victorie in
Heaven, Christ's Viclorie on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor Poems. With Notes bf
Ret, A. 8, GROSART, D,P. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. 6d,



CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, in St. Martin's lane, London, W.C. o

Forbes (Archibald).—The Life of Napoleon III. With Photo-
gravure Frontispiece and Thirty-six full-page Illustrations. Cheaper Issue. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Francillon (R. E.), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, Illustrated boards, is. each.

One by One. I A Real Queen. | A Dog and his Shadow.
Ropes of Sand. Illustrated.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each.

Queen Cophetua. | Olympia. | Romances of the Law. | King or Knave?

Jack Doyle's Daughter. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. ^__

Frederic (Harold), Novels by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

illustrated boards, is. each.

Seth'a Brother s Wife. | The Lawton Girl.

French Literature, A History of. By Henry Van Laun. Three
Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boards, us. 6d.

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities, 1000-1.
Edited by JOHN LANE. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. bd. _____

Gardening Books. Post 8vo, is. each ; cloth limp. 15. 6d. each.
A Year's Work In Garden and Greenhouse. By George Glennv.
Household Horticulture. By Tom and Jane Jerrold. Illustrated.

~3M JE~

"

The Garden that Paid the Rent. By Ton Jerrold.

Gardner (Mrs. Alan).—Rifle and Spear with the Rajpoots: Being
the Narrative of a Winter's Travel and Sport in Northern India. With numerous Illustrations by the

Author and F. H. TOWNSEND. Demy 4to, half-bound, 21s.

Gaulot (Paul).—The Red Shirts: A Tale of "The Terror." Trans-
lated by JOHN DE VILLIERS. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Gentleman's Magazine, The. is. Monthly. Contains Stories,

Articles upon Literature, Science, Biography, and Art, and ' Table Talk ' by SVLVANUS URBAN.

*»* Bound Volumesfor recentyears kept in stock, is. td. each. Casesfor binding, is. each.

Gentleman's Annual, The. Published Annually in November, is.

German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and
Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. With Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN, and 21 Steel Plates after

GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Square 8vo. cloth, 6s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 7-. 6d.

Gibbon (Chas.), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3$. 6d. ea.; post 8vo, bds., 2*. ea.

Robin Gray. With Frontispiece. | Loving a Dream. |
The Braes of Yarrow.

The Golden Shaft. With Frontispiece. Of Hlgfi Degree.

The Flower of the Forest.
The Dead Heart.
For Lack of Gold.
What Will the World Say?
For the King.

Post 8vo. illustrated boards, is. each.

A Hard Knot.
Queen of the Meadow,
In Pastures Green.
In Love and War.
A Heart's Problem.

By Head and Stream,
Fancy Free.
In Honour Bound,
Heart's Delight.
Blood-Honey. ' •

Gibney (Somerville).—Sentenced 1 Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. In Three Series, 25. 64. each.

The FIRST SERIES contains : The Wicked World—Pygmalion and Galatea—Chanty- The Princess—

The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.

The SECOND SERIES: Broken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts—Gretchen—Dan 1 Druce—Tom Cobb
— li. M.S. •Pinafore'—The Sorcerer—The Pirates of Penzance.

The THIRD SERIES: Comedy and Tragedy—Foggertys Fairy—Rosencrantz and Guildenstem -

Patience—Princess Ida—The Mikado—Ruddigore—The Yeomen of the Guard—The Gondoliers—
t /The Mountebanks—Utopia.

Eight Original Comic Operas written by W. S. GILBERT. In Two Series. Demy 8vo. cloth,

is. 6d. each. The FIRST containing: The Sorcerer—H. M.S. ' Pinafore —The Pirates of Penzance-

Iolanthe—Patience—Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury.

The SECOND SERIES containing: The Gondoliers—The Grand Duke—The Yeomen oT the Guard—
His Excellency—Utopia. Limited—Ruddigore—The Mountebanks—Haste to the Wedding.

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birthday Book: Quotations for Every Day in the Year, selected

from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set to Music by Sir A. SULLIVAN. Compiled by ALBX. WAT SON
Royal i6ino, Japanese leather, is. 6d.
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Gilbert (William). — James Duke, Costermonger. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2J.

, ,

Gissing (Algernon).—A Secret of the North Sea. Crown 8vo,
cloth, gilt top , 6s,

Glanville (Ernest), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The Lost Heiress : A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With Two Illustrations by H. NlSBET.
The Fossicker : A Romance of Mashonaland. With Two Illustrations by HUME NlSBET.
A Fair Colonist. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD.

The Golden Rock. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3^. 6d.

Kloof Yarns. Crown 8vo cloth, is. 6d.
Tales from the Veld. With Twelve Illustrations by M. NlSBET. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d.

Max Thornton. With 8 Illustrations by J. S. CROMPTON, R.I. Large crown 8vo, cloth, gilt

top, 6s. __
Glenny (George).—A Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse:

Practical Advice as tothe Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. Post 8vo, is. ;
cloth, is. bd.

Godwin (William).—Lives of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl., 2s.

Golden Treasury of Thought, The: A Dictionary of Quotations
from the Best Authors. By THEODORE TAYLOR. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Goodman (E. J.).—The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, 31. 6d.

Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique
Monuments. By ERNST GUHL and W. KONER. Edited by Dr. F. HUEFFER. With 543 Illustra-

tions. Large crown Svo, cloth extra, ys. 6d. _^
Grey (Sir George).—The Romance of a Proconsul: Being the

Personal Life and Memoirs of Sir GEORGE GREY, K.C.B. By JAMES MILNE. With Portrait. SECOND
EDITION. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. ____

Griffith (Cecil).—Corinthia Marazion : A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, y. 6d. ^ _

Gunter (A. Clavering, Author of 'Mr. Barnes of New York').

—

A Florida Enchantment. Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. 6<i.

Habberton (John, Author of ' Helen's Babies '), Novels by.
Post 8vo, cloth limp, os. 6d. each.

Brueton's Bayou.
I

Country Luck.

Hair, The : Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease. Trans-
lated from the German of Dr. J. PINCUS. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d.

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 6s. each.
New Symbols.

I
Legends of the Morrow. | The Serpent Play.

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra, Ss.

Halifax (C.).—Dr. Rumsey's Patient. By Mrs. L. T. Meade and
Clifford Halifax, m.D. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d.

Hall (Mrs. S. C.).—Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous
Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MACLISE, GILBERT, HARVEY, and GEORGE CRUIKSHANK.
Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d.

Hall (Owen), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
The Track of a Storm. |

Jetsam.

Eureka. Crown 3vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Halliday (Andrew).—Every=day Papers. Post 8vo, boards, is.

Hamilton (Cosmo).—Stories by. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 35. 6d. each.
The Glamour of the Impossible. 1 Through a Keyhole.

Handwriting, The Philosophy of. With over ioo Facsimiles and
Explanatory Text. By DON FELIX DE SALAMANCA. Post Svo, half-cloth, ss. 6d.

Hanky=Panky: Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of
Hand, &c. Edited by W. H. CREMER. With 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4J. 6d.

Hardy (Iza Duffus).—The Lesser Evil. Crown 8vo, cloth, gt. top, 6^.

Hardy (Thomas).—Under the Greenwood Tree. Post 8vo, cloth
extra, 3*. 6a. ; illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, is. 6d.



CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, m St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. u

Harte's (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Author. LIBRARY
EDITION, in Ten Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.

Vol. I. Complete Poetical and Dramatic Works. With Steel-plate Portrait.

H II. The Luck or roaring Camp—Bohemian Papers—American Legend.
„ III. Tales of the Argonauts—Eastern Sketches.
„ IV. Gabriel Conroy. |

Vol. v. stories—Condensed Novels, &c.
„ VI. Tales of the Pacific Slope.
„ vii. Tales of the Pacific Slope—II. With Portrait by John petite, R.A.
„ Via. Tales of the pine and the Cypress.
„ IX. Buckeye and Chapparel.
„ X. Tales of trail and Town, &c.

Bret Harte's Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Portrait of the Author and 40 Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo. cloth, js. 6d
Bret Harte's Poetical Works. Printed on hand-made paper. Crown 8vo, buckram, 4*. 6d.
Some Later Verses. Crown Svo, linen gilt, 5*.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, jr. 6d. each ; post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. each.
Gabriel Conroy.
A Waif of the Plains. With 60 Illustrations by Stanley L. Wood.
A Ward of the Golden Gate. With 59 Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d. each.
A Sappho of Green Springs, &c. With Two Illustrations by Hume Nisbet.
Colonel Starbottle's Client, and Some Other People. ' With a Frontispiece.
Susy : A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. CHRISTIE.
Sally Dows, &c. With 47 Illustrations by W. D. ALMOND and others.
A Protegee of Jack Hamlin's, &c. With 26 Illustrations by W. SMALL and others.
The Bell-Ringer of Angel's, &c. With 39 Illustrations by Dudley Hardy and others
Clarence : A Story of the American War. With Eight Illustrations by A. JULE GOODMAN.
Barker's Luck, &c. With 39 Illustrations by A. Forestier, Paul Hardy, &c
Devil's Ford, &c. With a Frontispiece by W. H. OVEREND.
The Crusade of the "Excelsior." With a Frontispiece by J. Bernard Partridge.
Three Partners ; or. The Big Strike on Heavy Tree Hill. With 8 Illustrations by J. GUHCH.
Tales of Trail and Town. With Frontispiece by G. P. Jacomb-Hoqd.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
An Heiress of Red Dog, &c.

I
The Luck of Roaring Camp, &c.

Californian Stories.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth, 2s. 6d. each.
Flip.

I
Maruja. | A Phyllis of the Sierras.

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Books by.
The Art of Beauty. With Coloured Frontispiece and 91 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth bds., 6s.

The Art of Decoration. With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations. Sq. 8vo, cloth bds., 6s.

The Art of Dress. With 33 Illustrations. Post 8vo, is. : cloth, is. 6d.
Chaucer for Schools. With the Story of his Times and his Work. A New Edition, revised.

With a Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.
Ehaucer for Children. With 38 Illustrations (8 Coloured). Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3*. 6./.

Haweis (Rev. H. R., M.A.).—American Humorists: Washington
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes, James Russell Lowell, artemus ward, mark
Twain, and Bret Harte. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s. ^___

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3-r. 67. each

;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Garth.
| Ellice Quentin.

Sebastian Strome.
Fortune's Fool. | Dust. Four Illusts.

Beatrix Randolph. With Four Illusts.

David Poindexter's Disappearance,
The Spectre of the Camera.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.r. each.
Mi ss Cadogna. I Love—or a Name.

Heckethorn (C. W.), Books by.
London Souvenirs.

I London Memories: Social, Historical, and Topographical.

Helps (Sir Arthur), Books by. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.
Animals and their Masters.

I
Social Pressure.

Ivan de Biron : A Novel. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3*. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2*.

Henderson (Isaac). — Agatha Page: A Novel. Cr. Svo.cl., 35. 6d.

Henty (Q. A.), Novels by.
Rujub, the Juggler. With Eight Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD. Small demy 8vo, cloth, gilt

edges, cj.
; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2j.

Colonel Thorndyke's Secret. With a Frontispiece by STA LEY L. WOOD. Small demy 8vo,
cloth, gilt edges, 5^

* Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. each.
The Queen's Cup.

j

Dorothy's Double.

Herman (Henry).—A Lead ing Lady. Post 8vo, cloth, as. 6d.

Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides, Noble Numbers, and Complete
Collected Poems. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D.
Stcs! Portrait, &c. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, jr. dd. each.
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Hertzka (Dr. Theodor).—Freeland: A Social Anticipation. Trans-
lated by ARTHUR RANSOM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6s.

Hesse-Wartegg (Chevalier Ernst von).— Tunis: The Land and
the People. With n Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. j

Hill (Headon).—Zambra the Detective. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6i.;
post 8vo, picture boards, 2f.

Hill (John), Works by.
Treason-Felony. Post 8vo, boards, is. \ The Common Ancestor. Cr. 8vo, cloth, y.6rf.

Hoey (Mrs. Cashel).—The Lover's Creed. Post 8vo, boards, 25.

Holiday, Where to go for a. By E. P. Sholl, Sir H. Maxwell,
Bart., M.P., John Watson, Jane Barlow, Mary Lovett Cameron, Justin H McCarthy,
PAUL LANGE, J. W. GRAHAM, J. H. bALTER, PH<ERE ALLEN, S. J. BECKETT, L. RIVERS VINE,
and C. F. GORDON CUMMING. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

Hollingshead (John).—According to My Lights. With a Portrait.
Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top. 6r.

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by.
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. Illustrated by J. GORDON THOMSON. Post 8vo, cloth

limp, is. bd. Another Edition, post 8vo, cloth, is.

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table and The Professor at the Breakfast-Table,
In One Vol. Post 8vo, half-bound, is.

Hood's (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of
the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6if.

Hood's Whims and Oddities. With 85 Illustrations. Post Svo, half-bound, is.

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works; including bis Ludi-
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles and
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d.

Hooper (Mrs. Geo.).—The House of Raby. Post 8vo, boards, zs.

Hopkins (Tighe), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.
Nell HafTcnden. 'With 8 Illustrations by C. Gregory. | For Freedom.

Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. each.

'T wlxt Love and Duty. With a Frontispiece,
i

' The Incomplete Adventurer.
The Mugent3 0f Carriconna.

Home (R. Hengist). — Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph
Portrait by SUMMERS. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js.

Hugo (Victor).—The Outlaw of Iceland (Han d'lslande). Trans-
lated by Sir GILBERT CAMPBEL L. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Hume (Fergus), Novels by.
The Lady from Nowhere. Crown 8vo, cloth, «. 6d.

The Millionaire Mystery. Crown 8vo. cloth, gilt top, 6s. [Shortly .

Hungerford (Mrs., Author of Molly Bawn '), Novels by.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each : cloth limp, is. 6d. each.

Marvel. I
A Modern Circe. I Lady Patty.

In Durance Vile. An Unsatisfactory Lover. |

Crown 8vc. cloth extra, $s. 6d. each; post Svo. illustrated boards, is. each : cloth limp, is. 6d. each.
The Three Graces.
Nora Crelna.
A Mental Struggle.

A Maiden All Forlorn. I Lady Yerner's Flight.
April's Lady. The Red-House Mystery.
Peter's Wire. I

The Professor's Experiment.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, v. 6^. each.

An Anxious Moment. A Point of Conscience.
The Coming of Chloe. | Lovlce.

Hunt's (Leigh) Essays : A Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c Edited
by EDMUND OLL1ER. Post Svo, h alf-bound, is.

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d. each : post 8vo, illustrated boards, n. each.

The Leaden Casket. I Self-Condemned. | That Other Person.

Mrs. Juliet. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d.

Hutchison (W. M.).—Hints on Colt-breaking. With 25 Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. 6d.

Hydrophobia : An Account of M. Pasteur's System ; The Technique ot

"his Method, and Statistics. By RENAUU SUZOR . M.B. Cr )wn 8vo, cloth extra, 6s .

HynelC. J. Cutcliffe).— Honour of Thieves. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.



CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, in St. Martin's Lane, London, W.C. 13

Impressions (The) of Aureole. Post 8vo, blush-rose paper and
cloth, _s. 6J. ^_

Indoor Paupers. *-By One of Them. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d.

Innkeeper's Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler's Manual.
By J. TREVOR-DAVIES. A New Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, _s.

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A.
Perceval Graves. Post Svo, cloth limp, _s. 6J.

Irving (Sir Henry) : A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum.
By PERCY FITZGERALD, With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth, u. 6.f.

James (C. T. C.). — A Romance of the Queen's Hounds. Post
8vo, cloth limp , is. 6d.

.

Jameson (William).—My Dead Self. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

Japp (Alex. H., LL.D.).—Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5s,.

Jefferies (Richard), Books by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Nature near London. I
The Life of the Fields.

|
The Open Alp.

V Also the HAND-MADE PAPER EDITION, crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6.r. each.

The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. By Sir Walter Besant. With a Photograph Portrait.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, dr. _____________________——___-—__—_-_.

Jennings (Henry J.), Works by,
Curiosities of Criticism. Post 8vo, cloth limp, _s. 6J.

'

Lord Tennyson : A Biographical Sketch. With Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth, u. 6a.

Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by.
Stage! and. With 64 Illustrations by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Fcap. 4to, picture cover, is.

John Injeriiold, Ac. With 9 Illusts. by A. S. Bovd and John Gulich. Fcap. 8vo, pic, cov. is.6a.

Jerrold (Douglas).—The Barber's Chair; and The Hedgehog
Letters. Post Svo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, zs.

Jerrold (Tom), Works by. Post 8vo, is. ea. ; cloth limp, is. 6d. each.
The Garden that Paid the Rent.
Household Horticulture: A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated.

Jesse (Edward).—Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life.
Post Svo, cloth limp, jr.

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Finger-Ring Lore : Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With Hundreds of Illustrations.

Credulities, Past and Present. Including the Sea and Seamen, Miners, Talismans, Word and

I otter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. With I-rontispiece.

Crowns and Coronations : A History of Regalia. With 91 Illustrations.

jonson's (Benf^Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and
a Biographical Memoir by WILLIAM GlFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols,

crown 8vo, cloth extra, y. Cd. each.

JosephusTThe Complete Works of. Translated by Whiston. Con-
taining ' The Antiquities of the Jews' and 'The Wars of the Jews." With 5* Illustrations and Maps.

Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-cloth. 12s. 6rf.

Kempt (Robert).—Pencil and Palette : Chapters on Art and Artists.

Post Svo, cloth limp, -_ts. 6d.
.

Kershaw (Mark). — Colonial Facts and Fictions: Humorous
Sketches. Post 8vo. illustrated boards, _s. ; cloth, ir. 6J.

King (Rr Ashe), Novels by.
• Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each.

• The Wearing of the Green.' | Passion's Slave. I Bell Barry.

A Drawn Game. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d. : post 8vo, illustrated boards, is.

Kipling Primer (A). Including Biographical and Critical Chapters,

an Index to Mr. Kipling's principal Writings, and Bibliographies. By F. L. KNOWLES, Editor of

• The Golden Treasury of American Lyrics.' With Two Portraits. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. M.

Kniarht (William, M.R.C.S., and Edward, L.R.C.P.). — The
Patient's Vade Wecum : How to Get Most Benefit from Medical Advice. Cr. 8vo, cloth, is.6d.

Knights (The) of the Lion : A Romance of the Thirteenth Century.
Edited, with an Introduction, by the MARQUESS OF LORNE, K.T. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, is.



14 CHATTO & WINDUS, Publishers, in St. Martin' s Lane, London, W.C.

Lamb's (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including
' Poetry for Children ' and ' Prince Dorus.' Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R. H. SHEP-
HERD. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of the ' Essay on Roast Pig.' Crown 8vo, cloth, 3J. bd.

The Essays of Elia. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, zs.

Little Essays : Sketches and Characters by CHARLES LAMB, selected from his Letters by PERCY
Fitzgerald. Post 8vo, cloth limp, is. bd.

The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb. With Introduction and Notes by Brander Mat-
THEWS, and Steel-plate Portrait. Fcap. 8vo, half-bound, 2^. bd.

Lambert(George).—The President of Boravia* Crown %\o,c\.,y.6d.

Landor (Walter Savage).—Citation and Examination of William
Shakspeare, &c. before Sir Thomas Lucy, touching Deer-stealing, 19th September, 1582. To which
is added, A Conference of Master Edmund Spenser with the Earl of Essex, touching the
State of Ireland, 1595. Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxburghe, zs. bd.

Lane (Edward William).—The Thousand and One Nights, com-
monly called in England The Arabian Nights' Entertainments. Translated from the Arabic,
with Notes. Illustrated with many hundred Engravings from Designs by HARVEY. Edited by EDWARD
STANLEY POOLE. With Preface by STANLEY LANE-POOLE. Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, -;s. bd. ea.

Larwood (Jacob), Works by.
Anecdotes of tha Clergy. Post 8vo, laid paper, half-bound, zs.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, zs. 6d. each.
Forensic Anecdotes. | Theatrical Anecdotes.

Lehmann (R. C), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. each.
Harry Fludyer at Cambridge.
Conversational Hints for Young Shooters: A Guide to Polite Talk.

Leigh (Henry S.).—Carols of Cockayne. Printed on hand-made
paper, bound in buckram, $s.

Leland (C. Godfrey),—A Manual of Mending and Repairing.
With Diagrams. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s.

Lepelletier (Edmond). — Madame Sans=Gene. Translated from
the French by JOHN DE Villiers. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. bd. ; picture boards, zs.

Leys (John K.), Novels by.
The Lindsays. Post 8vo, picture boards, as.

A Sore Temptation. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Lilburn (Adam).—A Tragedy in Marble. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

Lindsay (Harry, Author of 'Methodist Idylls'), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. bd. each.

Rhoda Roberts.
The Jacobite : A Romance of the Conspiracy of ' The Forty."

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by.
"

An Octave of Friends. Crown 8vo, cloth, 31-. bd.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3^. bd. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs. each.
Under which Lord ? With 12 Illustrations.
' My Love! •

| Sowing the Wind.
Paston Carew, Millionaire and Miser.
Dulcie Everton.

|
With a Silken Thread.

Patricia Kemball.
I

lone.
The Atonement of Learn Dundas.
The World Well Lost. With 12 Illusts.

The One Too Many.
The Rebel of the Family.
Post 8vo, cloth limp, zs. 6d. each.

Witch Stories.
I

Ourselves: Essays on Women.
Freeshooting : Extracts from the Works of Mrs. LYNN Linton.

Lowe (Charles, M.A.).—Our Greatest Living Soldiers. With
8 Portraits. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. bd.

Lucy (Henry W.).—Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 3-r. bd. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs.

Macalpine (Avery), Novels by.
Teresa Itasca. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, is.

Broken Wings. AVith Six Illustrations by W. J. HENNESSY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

MacColl (Hugh), Novels by.
Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs.

Ednor Whitlock. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, bs.

Macdonell (Agnes).—Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo, boards, 25.

MacGregor (Robert).—Pastimes and Players: Notes on Popular
Games. Post Svo, cloth limp, zs. 6d.

Mackay (Charles, LL.D.). — Interludes and Undertones; or,
Music at Twilight. Crown 8vo, cloth extra 6s.

Mackenna (Stephen J.) and J. Augustus O'Shea.—Brave Men
in Action : Thrilling Stories of the British Flag. With 8 Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD.
Small demy Svo, cloth, gilt edges, jr.
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McCarthy (Justin), Works by.
A History of Our Own Times, from the Accession of Queen Victoria to the General Election of

1880. LIBRARY EDITION'. Pour Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. each.—Also a POPULAR
Edition, in Four Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.—And the Jubilee Edition, with an
Appendix of Events to the end of 18S6, in Two Vols., large crown 8vo, cloth extra. js. 6d. each.

A History of Our Own Times, from 1880 to the Diamond Jubilee. Demy 8vo, cloth extra,

12s. ; or crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

A Short History of Our Own Times. One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6^.—Also a cheap
Popular Edition, post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6<i.

A History of the Four Georges and of William the Fourth. By Justin McCarthy
and Justin HUNTLY MCCARTHY. Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. each.

Remlniscenees. With a Portrait. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, sjs. [Vols. III. & IV. shortly.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6r°. each
; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, ?s. 6d. each.

The Water-dale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daughter.
A Fair Saxon. Linley Rochford.
Dear Lady Disdain.

I
The Dictator.

Miss Misanthrope. With 12 I llustrations.

Donna Quixote. With 12 Illustrations.

The Comet of a Season.
Maid of Athens. With 12 Illustrations.

Camlola : A Girl with a Fortune.
Red Diamonds. | The Riddle Ring.

The Three Disgraoes, and other Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3!. 6d.

Mononla: A Love Story of "Forty-eight." Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

•The Right Honourable.' By Justin McCarthy and Mrs. Campbhll Praed. Crown Svo,

cloth extra, 6s.

McCarthy (Justin Huntly), Works by.
The Frenoh Revolution. (Constituent Assembly, 1789-91). Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. each.
An Outline of the History of Ireland. Crown 8vo, is. : cloth, is. 6d.
Ireland Since the Union : Sketches of Irish History, 1798-1886. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Haflz in London : Poems. Small 8vo, gold cloth, y. 6d.

Our Sensation Novel. Crown 8vo, picture cover, is. ; cloth limp, is. 6d.
Doom : An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, is.
Dolly : A Sketch. Crown 8vo, picture cover, is. ; cloth limp, is. 6d.
Lily Lass : A Romance. Crown Svo, picture cover, is. ; cloth limp, if. 6d.
A London Legend. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
The Royal Christopher. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

MacDonald (George, LL.D.), Books by.
Works of Fancy and Imagination. Ten Vols., iSmo, cloth, gilt edges, in cloth case, 21s. ; or

the Volumes may be had separately, in Grolier cloth, at 2^. 6d. each.
Vol. I. Within and Without.—the Hidden Life.
„ II. The Disciple.—The Gospel Women.—Book of Sonnets.—Organ Songs.
„ III. Violin Songs.—Songs of the Days and Nights.—a Book of Dreams.—Roadside

Poems.—Poems for Children.
„ IV. Parables.—Ballads.—scotch Songs. -
„ V. & VI. PHANTASTES : A Faerie Romance. | Vol. VII. THE PORTENT.
„ VIII. The Light Princess.—The Giant's Heart.—Shadows.
„ IX. Cross Purposes.—the Golden key.—The Carasoyn.—Little Daylight.
„ X. The Cruel Painter.—The wow o' Rivven.—The Castle.—The broken swords,

—the Gray Wolf.—Uncle Cornelius.
Poetical Works of George MacDonald. Collected and Arranged by the Author. Two Vols.

crown 8vo, buckram, 12s.

A Threefold Cord. Edited by George MacDonald. Post 8vo, cloth, $s,

Phantastes : A Faerie Romance. With 23 Illustrations by J. BELL. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
Heather and Snow : A Novel. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Lllith : A Romance. SECOND EDITION. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6s.

Maclise Portrait Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary Charac=
tars: 85 Portraits by Daniel Maclise; with Memoirs—Biographical, Critical, Bibliographical,
and Anecdotal—illustrative of the Literature of the former half of the Present Century, by WILLIAM
BATES, B.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, y . 6d.

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 65. each.
In the Ardennes. With 50 Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid.
Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. 34 Illusts. by T. R. Macquoid.
Through Normandy. With 92 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID, and a Map.
Through Brittany. With 3s Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid, and a MaD.
About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustrations by T . R. MACQUOID.

Magician's Own Book, The : Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c.
T-Mitcd by W. H. CREMER. With 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6d.

Magic Lantern, The, and its Management : Including full Practical
Directions. By T. C. HEPWORTH. With 10 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d.

Magna Charta :
" \n Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British

Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, $s.

Mallory (Sir Thomas). — Mort d'Arthur: The Stories of King
Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B. MONTCOMERIE Ran-
KING. Post 8vo. cloth limp. 2s.

Mallock (W. H.), Works b_y\
'

The New Republic. Post 8vo, cloth, 3r. 6d.; picture boards, 2s.
The New Paul and Virginia : Positivism on an Island. Post8vo, cloth, 2s. Cd.

Poems. Small 4to, parchment, 8s.

Is Life Worth Living? Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6*
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Margueritte (Paul and Victor).—The Disaster. Translated by
FREDERIC LEES. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Marlowe's Works, > Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introductions, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Massinger's Plays. From the Text of William Gifford. Edited
by Col. CUNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. *

Mathams (Walter, F.R.G.S.). — Comrades All. Fcp. 8vo, cloth
limp, it. ; cloth gilt, is.

Matthews (Brander).—A Secret of the Sea, &c. Post 8vo, illus-
trated boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Max O'Rell—Her Royal Highness Woman. Cr. 8vo, cloth, y.6d.

Meade (L. T.), Novels by.
A Soldier of Fortune. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d.

; post 8vo , illustrated boards, is.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
The Voice of the Charmer. With 8 Illustrations.

In an Iron Grip. On the Brink of a Chasm. I A Son of Ishmael.
The Siren. The Way of a Woman. An Adventuress.
Dr. Rumsey's Patient. By L . T. Meade and Clifford Halifax, M.D.
The Blue Diamond. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

This Troublesome World. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, dr.

Merivale (Herman).—Bar, Stage, and Platform : Autobiographic
Memories. Demy 8vo, cloth, 12s. \Sho> tly

Merrick (Leonard), Novels by.
The Man who was Good. Post 8vo, picture boards, 2.?.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
This Stage of Fools.

I
Cynthia: A Daughter of the Philistines.

Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By
A. E. SWEET and J. ARMOY KNOX. With 265 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ys. 6d.

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 25. each.
Touch and Go. I Mr. Dorllllon.

Miller (Mrs. F. Fenwick).—Physiology for the Young; or, The
House of Life. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2J. 6d.

Milton (J. L.), Works by. Post 8vo, 15. each ; cloth, is. 6d. each.
The Hygiene of the Skin. With Directions for Diet, Soaps, Baths, Wines, &c.
The Bath in Diseases of the Skin.
The Laws of Life, and their Relation to Diseases of the Skin.

Minto~(Wm.).—Was She Good or Bad? Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

Mitchell (Edmund).—The Lone Star Rush. With 8 Illustrations
by NORMAN H, HARDY. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Od. each.
The Gun-Runner : A Romance of Zululand. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WOOD.
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. WOOD.
The King's Assegai. With Six full-page Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD.
Renshaw Fanning's Quest. With a Frontispiece by Stanley L. Wood.

Molesworth (Mrs.).—Hathercourt Rectory. Post 8vo, illustrated
boards, 2s,

Moncrieff (W. D. Scott=).—The Abdication : An Historical Drama.
With Seven Etchings by JOHN PETTIE, W. Q. ORCHARDSON, J. MACWHIRTER, COLIN HUNTER,
R. MACBETH and TOM GRAHAM. Imperial 4to , buckram, ;u.

Montagu (Irving) .—Things I Have Seen in War. With 16 full-
page Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Mo^re"(Thomas)~TWorks by.
The Epicurean ; and Alclphron. Post Bvo, half-bound, 2s.

Prose and Verse; including Suppressed Passages from the MEMOIRS OF LORD BYRON. Edited
by R. H. SHEPHERD. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js. 6ii.

Morrow (W. C.).—Bohemian Paris of To-Day. With 106 Illustra-
tions by EdquarD CUCUEL. Small demy 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Muddock (J. E.), Stories by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

Maid Marian and Robin Hood. With 12 Illustrations by STANLEY WOOD.
Basile the Jester. With Frontispiece by Stanley Wood.
Young Lochin var, I

The Golden Idol.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The Dead Man's Secret. | From the Bosom of tho Deep,
Stories Weird and Wonde. " j). Post 8\_, illustrated boards, 2;. ; cloth, at, 6d.
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Murray (D. Christie) .Novels ^y.^ 8¥0i
d b ^ „. g* ^

Crown Svo. cloth extra, 3
del Father . 5jmes Bevenges.

A Ufa's Atonement. d Blazer8 Hero. A WaBted Crime.
Joseph's Coat.

\-..}}™f
s

- cynic Fortune. Frontisp. « D irest Peril.

Coals of Fire. 3 lU"sts - By the Gate of the Sea. Mount Despair.
Yal Strange. ft A

y
B lt of Human Mature. ™ Capful „• Nails.

Hearts. World. First PeraonJMnguiar.
The Way of the worm, i ...._!.:„„,

Yal aT""*'" A A nil ui """ 5 n«ular. A tttl»>" »

Way o, the Wort*^«»2^"i ** a CoUo^e Port™, Cr
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Payn (James), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each.

Holiday Tasks.Lost Sir Massingberd.
Walter's Word. I A County Family.
Less Black than We're Painted.
By Proxy. I For Cash Only.
High Spirits.
A Confidential Agent. With 12 Illusts.

A Crape from a Thorn. With 12 IUusts.

The Talk cf the Town. With 12 Illusts.

The Mystery of Mirbridge.
The Word and the Will.
The Burnt Million.
Sunny Stories. | A Trying Patient.

Post 8vo illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Humorous Stories. |
From Exile.

The Foster Brothers.
The Family Scapegrace.
Married Beneath Him.
Bentinck's Tutor.
A Perfect Treasure.
Like Father, Like Son.
A Woman's Yengeance.
Carlyon's Year. I Cecil's Tryst.
Murphy's Master.

I
At Her Mercy.

The ClyfTards of ClyfTe.

Found Dead. I Gwendoline's Harvest
Mirk Abbey. | A Marine Residence.
Some Private Yiews.
The Canon's Ward.
Not Wooed, But Won.
Two Hundred Pounds Reward.
The Best of Husbands.
Halves.
Fallen Fortunes.
Under One Roof.
A Prince of the Blood.

What He Cost Her.
Kit: A Memory.
Glow-worm Tales.

A Modern Dick Whittington ; or, A Patron of Letters. With a Portrait of the Author. Crown
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6,1.

In Peril and Privation. With 17 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
Notes from the * News.' Crown 8vo. cloth, is. 6rf.

By Proxy. Popular Edition, medium 8vo, 6d. ; cloth, it.

Payne (Will).—Jerry the Dreamer. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d,

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. ea.
Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations.

Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten full-page Illustrations by G. Du MAURIER.
The Muses of Mayfair : Vers de Societe. Selected by H. C. Pennell.

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by.
An Old Maid's Paradise.

Post 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. each.

I Burglars in Paradise.

Beyond the Gates. Post 8vo, picture cover, is. ; cloth, is. 6d.
Jack the Fisherman. Illustrated by C. W. REED. Crown 8vu, cloth, is. 6d.

Phil May's Sketch=Book. Containing 54 Humorous Cartoons. Crown
folio, cloth, zs. 6d.

Phipson (Dr.T. L.), Books by. Crown 8vo, art canvas, gilt top, 55. ea.
Famous Violinists and Fine Violins.
Voice and Violin: Sketches, Anecdotes, and Reminiscences.

Planche (J. R.), Works by.
The Pursuivant of Arms. With Six Plates and 209 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, js. 6d.
Songs and Poems, 1819-1879. With Introduction by Mrs. MACKARNESS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of
Plutarch by JOHN and WM. LANGHORNE, and Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-cloth 10s. 6ti.

Poe's (Edgar Allan) Choice Works: Poems, Stories, Essays.
With an Introduction by CHARLES BAUDELAIRE. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3*. 6d.

Pollock (W. H.).—The Charm, and other Drawing-room Plays. By
Sir Walter Besant and Walter H. Pollock. With 50 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth gilt. 6s.

Pond (Major J. B.).—Eccentricities of Genius : Memories of
Famous Men and Women of the Platform and the Stage. With 91 Portraits. Demy 8vo, cloth, 12s.

Pope's Poetical Works. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 25.

Porter (John).— Kingsclere. Edited by Byron Webber. With 19
full-page and many smaller Illustrations. Cheaper Edition. Demy 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 25. each.
The Romance of a Station. I

The Soul of Countess Adrian.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. each : post 8vo, boards, 2s. each.

Outlaw and Lawmaker.
| Christina Chard. With Frontispiece by W. PAGET

Mrs. Tregaskiss. With 8 Illustrations by Robert Sauber.

Nulma.
O Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

I
Madame Izan.

'As a Watch In the Night.' Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Price (E. C), Novels by. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. bd. each.
Yalentina. | The Foreigners.

I Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.

Princess Olga.—Radna : A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
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Proctor (Richard A.), Works by.
Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illustrations. Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps for every N'ight in the Year. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Familiar Science Studies. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Saturn and its System. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo. cloth extra, 10s. 6d.

Mysteries of Time and Space. With numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

The Universe of Suns. &c. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Wages and Wants of Science Workers. Crown 8vo, is. 6,/.

Pryce (Richard).—Miss Maxwell's Affections. Crown Svo, cloth,

with Frontispiece by HAL LUDLOW. 3s. 6d.\ post 8vo, illustrated boards, os.

Rambosson (J.). J-Popular Astronomy. Translated by C. B. Pitman.
With 10 Coloured Plates and 63 Woodcut Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, -jj. 6,/.

Randolph (Col. Q.).—Aunt Abigail Dykes. Crown 8vo, cloth, ys. td.

Read (General Meredith).—Historic Studies in Vaud, Berne,
and Savoy. With 31 full-page Illustrations. Two Vols., demy Svo, cloth, 2SS.

Reade's (Charles) Novels.
The New Collected Library Edition, complete in Seventeen Volumes, set in new long primer

type, printed on laid paper, and elegantly bound in cloth, price 3s. 6d. each.

i. Peg Wofflngton; and Christie John-
stone.

2. Hard Cash.
3. The Cloister and the Hearth. Wi a

Preface by Sir WALTER BF.SANT.
4. • It is Never Too Late to Mend.'
5. The Course of True Love Never Did

Run Smooth; and Singleheart and
Doubleface.

6. The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack
of all Trades; A Hero and a Mar-
tyr ; and The Wandarlng Heir.

7. Love Me Little, Love mo Long.
8. The Double Marriage.
9. Griffith Gaunt.
10. Foul Play.
11. Put Yourself in His Place.
12. A Terrible Temptation.
13. A Simpleton.
14. A Woman-Hater.
15. The Jilt, and other Stories; and Good

Stories of Man and other Animals.
16. A Perilous Secret.
17. Readiana; and Bible Characters.

In Twenty-one Volumes, post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Peg Wofflngton. | Christie Johnstone.
'It Is Never Too Late to Mend.'
The Course of True Loye Never Did Run
Smooth.

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack of
all Trades ; and James Lambert.

Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Double Marriage.
The Cloister and the Hearth.

Hard Cash. Griffith Gaunt.
Foul Play. | Put Yourself in His Place.
A Terrible Temptation
A Simpleton. | The Wandering Heir.
A Woman-Hater.
Singleheart and Doubleface.
Good Stories of Man and other Animals,
The Jilt, and other Stories.

A Perilous Secret. I Readiana.

POPULAR EDITIONS. Medium 8vo, 6J. each ; cloth, is. each.

Peg Wofflngton; and Christie Johnstone. | Hard Cash.
Medium 8vo, 6d. each.

'It Is Never Too Late to Mend.' |
The Cloister and the Hearth.

Christie Johnstone. With Frontispiece. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. 8vo, half-R0xb.2j-.61f.

Peg Wofflngton. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. 8vo. half-Roxburghe, is. 6d.

The Cloister and the Hearth. In Four Vols., post Svo, with an Introduction by Sir Walter
BESANT, and a Fiontispiece to each Vol., buckram, gilt top, 6s. the set.—Also the LARGE TYPE,
Fine Paper Edition, pott Svo, cloth, is. net ; leather, jr. net.

Bible Characters. Fcap. 8vo, leatherette, is.

Selections from the Works of Charles Reade. With an Introduction by Mrs. Alf.x.
Ireland. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by.
A Rich Man's Daughter. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d.

Weird Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3-r. 6./. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2*.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each.

The Uninhabited House. Fairy Water.
The Prince of Wales's Garden Party. Her Mother's Darling.
The Mystery in Palace Gardens. I The Nun's Curse.

I
Idle Tales.

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by. Large crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.
Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. With 52 Illustrations by the Author.
About England with Dickens. With 58 Illustrations by C. A. VANDERHOOF and A. RIMMER.

Rives (Amelie, Author of 'The Quick or the Dead?'), Stories by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

Barbara Paring. | Merlel : A Love Story.

Robinson Crusoe. By Daniel Defoe. With 37 Illustrations by
GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Post 8vo, half-cloth, 2S.

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by.
Women are Strange. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, zr.

The Hands of Justice. Crown 8vn, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
; post 8vo illustrated boards, is.

The Woman in the Dark. Crov/r. 8vo, cloth, 31. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, if.
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Robinson (Phil), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65, each.
The Poets' Birds. f-

| The Poets' Beasts.
__The Poets and Mature : Reptiles , Fishes, and Insects.

Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who
came from Normandy with William the Conqueror, io66. Printed in Gold and Col ours. 5*.

Rosengarten (A.).—A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans-
lated by W. COLLETT-SANDARS. With 630 Ill ustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7-r. 6d.

Ross (Albert).—A Sugar~Princess. Crown 8vo7cloth^ 3s. 6d.

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, zs. 6d. each.
Puniana: Riddles and Jokes. With numerous Illustrations. ,"

More Punlana. Profusely Illustrated.

Runciman (James), Stories by^ Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6^. each.
Grace Balmalgn's Sweetheart. I Schools & Scholars.
Skippers and Shellbacks. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.1. brt.

Russell (Dora), Novels by.
A Country Sweetheart. Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s.
The Drift of Fata. Crown 8vo, cloth, jr. 6d.

Russell (Herbert).—True Blue; or, 'The Lass that Loved a Sailor.'
C rown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Russell (W. Clark), Novels, &c, by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, v. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, vs. each ; cloth limp, zs. 6d. each.
Round the Galley-Fire. An Ocean Tragedy
In the Middle Watch. -«" «•- ?— I-

On the Fo'k'sle Head.
A Voyage to the Cape.
A Book for the Hammock.
The Mystery of the 'Ocean Star.
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe

My Shipmate Louise.
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea.
The Good Ship ' Mohock.'
The Phantom Death.
Is He the Man? I The Convict Ship.
Heart of Oak. | The Last Entry.

The Tale of the Ten
Crown 8vo, cloth. 3J. 6d. each,

A Tale of Two Tunnels. I The Death Ship.
The Ship : Her Story. With 50 Illustrations by H. C. SKPPINGS WRIGHT. Small 4to, cloth, 6s.
The " Pretty Polly " : A Voyage of Incident. With 12 Illustrations by G. E. ROBERTSON.

Large crown 8vo. cloth, gilt edges. 5J.

Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by.
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, jr. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each.A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note by Oliver Wendell Holmes and a Frontispiece.

The Junior Dean. The Master of St. Benedict's. I To His Own Master.
Orchard Damerel. In the Face of the World.

| The Tremlett Diamonds.
Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, is. 6d. each.

The Old Maid's Sweetheart. | Modest Little Sara.
Crown Svo, cloth, 31. 6d. each.

The Wooing of May. A Tragic Honeymoon. A Proctor's Wooing.
Fortune's Gate. Gallantry Bower. | Bonnie Maggie Lauder.Mary Un win. With 8 Illustrations by Percy TARRANT.
Mrs. Dunbar's Secret. Crown 8vpr cloth. ~gil7~tr^T6 j.

Saint John (Bayle).—A Levantine Family. A New EditionT
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6,1 1

Sala (George A.).—Gaslight and Daylight. Post Svo, boards, 25.

Scotland Yard, Past and Present : Experiences of Thirty-seven Years.
By Ex-Chief-Inspector CAVANAGH. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, zs. ; cloth, us. 6d.

Secret Out, The : One Thousand Tricks with Cards ; with Entertain-
ing Experiments in Drawing-room or 'White' Magic. By W. H. CREMER. With 300 Illustrations. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 4c 6d.

Seguin (L. G.), Works by.
the Country of the Passion Play (Obarammergau) and the Highlands of Bavaria. With

Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3.1. 6d.
Walks in Algiers. With Two Maps and 16 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Senior (Wm.).-By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

Sergeant (Adeline), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each.
Under False Pretences.' -

I Dr. Endicott's Experiment, v

Shakespeare for Children: Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare.
With Illustrations, coloured and plain, by J. MOVR SMITH. Crown jto. cloth gilt, y. 6d.

Shakespeare the Boy. With Sketches of the Home and School Life,
the Games and Sports, the Manners, Customs, and Folk-lore of the Time By WILLIAM J. ROLFH,
Litt.D. A New Edition, with 42 Illustrations, and an INDEX OF P-AYS AND PASSAGES RE-
FHRRF.D TO. Crown 8v0, cloth gilt, M. 6d.

Sharp (William).—Children of To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.
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Shelley's (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works in Verse and Prose.
Edited. Prefaced, and Annotated by R. HERNE SHEPHERD. Five Vols., crown 3vo, doth. y. 6d. each.

Poetical Works, in Three Vols.:
Vol. I. Introduction by the Editor ; Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson ; Shelley's Corre-

spondence with Stockdale ; The Wandering Jew ; Queen Mab. with the Notes ; Alastor.
and other Poems ; Rosalind and Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adonais, &c.

„ II. Laon and Cythna : The Cenci; Julian and Maddalo ; Swellfoot the Tyrant; The Witch of
Atlas ; Epipsychidion ; Hellas.

„ III. Posthumous Poems ; The Masque of Anarchy : and other Pieces.
Prose Works, in Two Vols.

:

VoL I. The Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. Irvyne ; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets: A Refu
tation of Deism ; Letters to Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments.

II. The Essays ; Letters from Abroad ; Translations and Fragments, edited by Mrs. SHELLEY,
With a Biography o( Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works.

Sherard (R. H.).— Rogues: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

Sheridan's (Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with Life and
Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Translations, Speeches,
and Jokes. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d.

The Rivals, The School for Scandal, and other Plays. Post 8vo. half-bound, zj.

Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals and The School for Scandal. Edited, with an Intro-
duction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by GRANDER MATTHEWS. With
Illustrations. Demy 8vn, half-parchment, tax, bd.

Shiel (M. P.)-—The Purple Cloud. By the Author of " The Yellow
Dinger." Crown 8tq, cloth, gilt top, 6s. {Prepaying.

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including all
those m ' Arcadia.' With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c, by the Rev. A. B. C-ROSART,
D.D. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, y. 6d. each.

Signboards : Their History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and
Remarkable Characters. By JACOB LARWOOD and JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN. With Coloured Frontis-
piece and 94 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6<r*.

Sims (George R.), Works by.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp. is. 6d. each.

The Ring o' Bells.
Clary Jane's Memoirs.
Tinkletop's Crime.
Zeph : A Circus Story, ic
Tales of To-day.

Dramas of Life. With 60 Illustrations,

Memoirs of a Landlady.
My Two Wives.
Scenes from the Show.
The Ten Commandments: Stories.

Crown 8vo, picture cover, is. each ; cloth, is. 6d. each.

The Dagonet Reciter and Reader: Being Readings and Recitations In Prose and Verse,
selected from his own Works by GEORGE R. SIMS.

The Case of George Candlemas. I
Dagonet Ditties. (From The Re/tree.)

How the Poor Live; and Horrible London. With a Frontispiece by F. Barnard.
Crown 8vo, leatherette, is,

Dagonet Dramas of the Day. Crown 8vo, it.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d. each : post 8vo, picture boards, is. each ; cloth limp, -2s. 6d. each.
Mary Jane Married. | Rogues and Vagabonds. | Dagonet Abroad*

Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6,1'. each.
Once upon a Christmas Time. With 8 Illustrations by CHARLES GREEN, R.I,
In London's Heart : A Story of To-day.
Without the Limelight : Theatrical Life as it is.

The Small-part Lady, &c.

Sister Dora: A Biography. By Margaret Lonsdale. With Four
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, picture cover, id. ; cloth, 6d.

Sketchley (Arthur).—A Match in the Park. Post 8vo, boards, 25.

Slang Dictionary (The) : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 6ri.

Smart (Hawley), Novels by.
Crown 8vo. cloth y. 6d. each ; post 8vo, picture boards, ss. each.

Beatrice and Benedick. Long Odds.
Without Love or Licence. | The Master of Rathkelly.

Crown 8vo, cloth, y. Cut. each.

The Outsider. -
I
A Racing Rubber.

The Plunger. Post 8vo, picture boards, xs.

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by.
The Prince of Argolls. With 130 Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth extra, «. 6d.

The Wooing of the Water Witch. With numerous Ill ustrations. Post 8vn. cloth, fs .

Snazelleparilla. Decanted by G. S. Edwards. With Poitrait of
G H. S.NAZELLE, and 65 Illustrations by C LVALL. Crown 8vo, cloth, y.6d.

Society in London. Crown 8vo, is. ; cloth, is. 6d.

Somerset (Lord Henry).—Songs of Adieu. Small 4to, Jap. vel.,6*.
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Spalding (T. A., LL.B.).— Elizabethan Demonology: An Essay
on the Belief in the Existence of Devils. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5^.

Speight (T. W.), Novels by.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.
By Devious Ways, &c.
Hoodwinked ; & Sandycroft Mystery.
The Golden Hoop.
Back to Life.

The Loudwater Tragedy.
Burgo's Romance.
Quittance in Full.
A Husband from the Sea.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, is. 6d. each.A Barren Title.
| Wife or No Wife?

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
A Secret of the Sea.

| The Gray Monk. | The Master of Trenance.A Minion of the Moon : A Romance of the King's Highway.
The Secret of Wyvern Towers.
The Doom of Siva.

| The Web of Fate.
The Strange Experiences of Mr. Yerschoyle.

Spenser for Children. By M. H. Towry. With Coloured Illustrations
by Walter J. Morgan. Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Spettigue (H. H.).—The Heritage of Eve. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s.

Stafford (John), Novels by.
Doris and I. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
Carlton Priors. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Starry Heavens (The) : A Poetical Birthday Book. Royal i6mo,
cloth extra, <zs. 6d.

Stedrnan (E. C.).—Victorian Poets. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 95.

Stephens (Riccardo, M.B.).—The Cruciform Mark: The Strange
Story of RICHARD Tregenna, Bachelor of Medicine (Univ. Edinb.) Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d.

Stephens (Robert Neilson).—Philip Winwood : A Sketch of the
Domestic History of an American Captain in the War of Independence: embracing events that
occurred between and during the years 1763 and 1786, in New York and London ; written by His
Enemy in War, Herbert RUSSELL, Lieutenant In the Loyalist Forces. With Six Iliustrations
by E. VV. D. HAMILTON. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top. 6j.

Sterndale (R. Armitage).—The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Post
Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. : illustrated boards, qs.

Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by.
Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each.

Travels 'with a Donkey. With a Frontispiece'by Walter CRANE
An Inland Voyage. With a Frontispiece by Walter Crane.
Familiar Studies of Men and Books.
The Silverado Squatters. With Frontispiece by T. D. Strong.
The Merry Men. | Underwoods : Poems.
Memories and Portraits.
Virginibus Puerisque, and other Papers. | Ballads.

| Prince Otto.
Across the Plains, with other Memories and Essays.
Weir of Hermiston. I

In the South Seas.

A Lowden Sabbath Morn. With 27 Illustrations by A. S. Boyd. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 6s.
Songs of Travel. Crown Svo, buckram, 5*.

New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. ; post Svo, illustrated boards, st,— PoruLAR Edition, medium 8vo, td. [shortly.
The Suicide Club; and The Rajah's Diamond. (From New Arabian Nights.) With

Eight Illustrations by W. J. HENNESSY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.?. 6<i.

The Stevenson Reader: Selections from the Writings of "Robert LOUIS Stevenson. Edited
by LLOYD OSBOURNE. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. ; buckram, gilt top, 3.1. 6d.

Robert Louis Stevenson : A Life Study in Criticism. By H. BELLYSE BAILDON. With
2 Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s.

StocktolT (FraiikR.).—The Young Master of Hyson Hall. With
numerous Illustrations by VIRGINIA H. DAVISSON and C. H. STEPHENS. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6<r\

Storey (Q. A., A.R.A.).—Sketches from Memory. With 93
Illustrations by the Author. Demy 8vo, cloth, gilt top. 12s. 6d.

Stories from Foreign Novelists. With Notices by Helen and
ALICE ZiMMERN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra 3s. 6d.

Strange Manuscript (A) Pound in a Copper Cylinder. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, with 10 Illustrations by GILBERT GAUL, 3s. 6d. : post 8vo, illustrated boards, ss.

Strange Secrets. Told by Percy Fitzgerald, Conan Doyle, Flor-
ENCE MARRYAT. &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2,f.

Strutt (Joseph). —The Sports and Pastimes of the People of
England ; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Gaines, Mummeries, Shows, &c. from
the Earliest Period to the Present Time. Edited by WILLIAM HONE. With 140 Illustrations. Crown
Oyo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d.
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Sundowner.—Told by the Taffrail. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Surtees (Robert).—Handley Cross; or, Mr. Jorrocks's Hunt.
With 79 Illustrations by JOHN LEECH. A New Edition. Post 8vo, cloth, 2j.

Swift's (Dean) Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir,
Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in ' Gulliver's Travels.' Crown Svo, cloth, jr. 6d.

Gulliver's Travels, and A Tale of a Tub. Post Svo, half-bound, is.
Jonathan Swift: A Study. By ]. Churton Collins. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8j.

Swinburne (Algernon C), Works by.
Selections from the Poetical Works of Studies In Song. Crown Svo, 7s.
A.C.Swinburne. Fcap. Svo dr. Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 8j,

Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s. Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown 8vo, qs.
Chastelard : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7s.
Poems and Ballads. First Series. Crown

8vo, or fcap. Svo, oj.

Poems and Ballads. Second Ser. Cr.8vo.9j-.
Poems & Ballads. Third series. Cr.8vo.7j.
Songs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo, ioj. 61/.

Both well: A Tragedy. Crown Svo. 12J. 6d.
Songs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo, 6j.
George Chapman. (5« Vol. II. of G. Chap-
man s Works.) Crown 8vo, 3J. 6d.

A Century of Roundels. Small 4to, 8j.

A Midsummer Holiday. Crown Svo, 7J.
Marino Faliero : A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6j.
A Study of Yictor Hugo. Crown Svo, 6s.

Miscellanies. Crown 8vo, 12s.
Locrine : A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s.
A Study of Ben Jonson. Crown 8vo, 7J.
The Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown Svo, 6s.
Astrophel, &c. Crown Svo, 7J.

Studies in Prose and Poetry. Cr. Svo, gs.
The Tale of Balen. Crown 8vo, 7J.

Rosamund, Queen of the Lombards : A
Tragedy. SECOND EDITION, with a DEDICA-
TORY POEM. Crown 8vo, 6j.

Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, 12J.
Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6j.
A Note on Charlolto'Bronte. Cr. 8vo, 6j.
A Study of Shakespeare. Crown 8vo, Us.
Songs of the Springtides. Crown Svo, 6j.

Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours : In Search of the Picturesque, in Search
of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With UOWLANDSON'S Coloured Illustrations, and Life of the
Author by J. C. HOTTEN. Crown Svo, cloth extra. 7J. 6d.

Taine's History of English Literature. Translated by Henry Van
LaUN. Four Vols., small demy Svo, cloth boards, 30J.—POPULAR EDITION, Two Vols., large crown
Svo, cloth extra, 15J.

Taylor (Bayard) Diversions of the Echo Club: Burlesques of
Modem Writers. Post 8vo, cloth limp, is.

Taylor (Tom).— Historical Dramas: 'Jeanne Darc,' ' Twixt Axe
and Crown,' 'The Fool's Revenge,' ' Arkwright's Wife." 'Anne Bolevne.' 'Plot and
Passion.' Crown 8vo, is. each.

Temple (Sir Richard, Q. C.S.I.).—A Bird's=eye View of Pictur-
esque India. With 32 Illustrations by the Author. Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6s.

Thackerayana : Notes and Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece and
Hundreds of Sketches by WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d.

Thames, A New Pictorial History~of the. By A. S. Kraussk.
With 340 Illustrations. Post Svo, cloth, u. 6d.

Thomas (Annie), Novels by.
The Siren's Web : A Romance of London Society. Crown Svo, cloth, 3J. 6d.
Comrades True. Crown 8vo. cloth, gilt top. 6j.

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3J. 67. each.

The Yiolin-Player, | The House on the Scar. \JPreparHiz.
Crown Svo, cloth, gilt top, 6j. each.

In a Cathedral City. | The Son of the House.
Thomson's Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro-

duction by Allan Cunningham, and 48 Illustrations. Post 8vo, half-bound, is.

Thornbury (Walter), Books by.
The Life and Correspondence of J. M. W. Turner. With Eight Illustrations in Colours and

Two Woodcuts. New and Revised Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3J. 6d.
Tales for the Marines. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is.

Timbs (John), Works by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
Clubs and Club Life in London: Anecdotes of its Famous Cofrcc-houses, Hostelries, and

Taverns. With 41 Illustrations.

English Eccentrics and Eccentricities: Stories of Delusions, Impostures, Sporting Scenes,
Eccentric Artiats, Theatrical Folk, &c. With 48 Illustrations.

Trollope (Anthony), NovelsHbyT
-

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3J. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as. each.
The Way We Live Now. Mr. Scarborough's Family.
Frau Frohmann, | Marion Fay.

I
The Land-Leaguers.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each.
Kept in the Dark. 1 The American Senator.
The Golden Lion of Cranpere,
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Trollope (Frances E.)» Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3J. 6rf. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Like Bhlpa upon the Sea. I
Mabel's Progress. 1 Anne Furness.

Trollope (T. A.).—Diamond Cut Diamond. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 25.

Twain'slMark) Books.
The Author's Edition de Luxe ot the Works of Mark Twain, in snVa'utries (limited

to 600 Numbered Copies for sale in Great Britain and its Dependencies), price j£t) 15J. net the
Set; or, 11s. 6<i. net per Volume, is now complete, and a detailed Prospectus may be had. Tiie
First Volume of the Set is SIGNED BY TUB AUTHOR. (Sold only in Sets.)

-7U
UNIFORM LIBRARY EDITION OF MARK TWAINS WORKS.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3J. 6rf. each.
Mark Twain's Library of Humour, with 197 illustrations by E. W. Kemblr.
Roughing It ; and The Innocents at Home. With 200 Illustrations by F. A. Fkaser.
The American Claimant. With 81 Illustrations by Hal Hurst and others.
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. With in Illustrations.

Tom Sawyer Abroad. With 26 Illustrations by Dan Beard.
Tom Sawyer, Detective, &c. With Photogravure Portrait of the Author.
Pudd'nhead Wilson. With Portrait and Six Illustrations by Louis LOEB.
*A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustrations.

*The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New Pilgrim's Progress. With 234 Illustrations. (The Two Shil-

ling Edition is entitled Mark Twain's Pleasure Trip.)
*The Gilded Age. By Mark Twain and C. D. Warner With 212 Illustrations.
•The Prince and the Pauper. With 190 Illustrations.

Lire on the Mississippi. With 300 Illustrations.

"The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. With 174 Illustrations by E. W. Kembt.H.
*A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur, with 220 Illustrations bv Dan ishaku.
The Stolen White Elephant.

I
"The £1,000,000 Bank-Hote.

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected throughout by the Author. With
Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations.

*** The books marked * may be had also in post 8vo, picture boards, at is. each.

Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6j. each.
Personal Recollections Of Joan of Arc. With Twelve Illustrations by F. V. Du MOND.
Mora Tramps Abroad.
The Man that Corrupted Hadleyburg, and other Stories and Sketches. With a Frontispiece.

Mark Twain's Sketches. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is.

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-).—Mistress Judith: A Novel. Crown bvo,
cloth extra, 3s. bd. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards. is.

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by.
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3.?. 6rf. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each.

Lady Bell. I
Burled Diamonds. I

The Blackball Ghosts. | What She Came Through,
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, is. each.

Citoyenne Jacqueline. I The Huguenot Family.
The Bride's Pass. Noblesse Oblige.

I
Disappeared.

Saint Mungo's City, I Beauty and the Beast.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3.1-. 6rf. each.
The Macdonald Lass. With Frontispiece. I Mrs. Carmlchael's Goddesses.
The Witch-Wife. | Rachel Langton. | Sapphira, I A Honeymoon's Eclipse.

A Young Dragon.

Upward (Allen), Novels by.
A Crown of Straw. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6\r.

The Queen Against Owen, Crown Svo, cloth, jr. 6d.
;
post 8vo, picture boards, at.

The Prince of Balklstan. Post 8vo, picture boards, is.

Vandam (Albert D.).—A Court Tragedy. With 6 Illustrations by
J. Barnard Davis. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s . 6d.

Vashti and Esther. By 'Belle' of The World. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

Vizetelly (Ernest A.), Books by. Crown Svo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.
The Scorpion: A Romance of Spain. With a Frontispiece.

With Zola in England: A Story of Exile. With 4 Portraits.

A Path of Thorns. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s. ____^^
Wagner (Leopold).—How to -Get on the Stage, and ^ how to

Succeed there. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d. J

Watford's County Families of the United Kingdom (1001).
Containing Notices of the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c, of more than 12,000 Distinguished

Heads of Families, their Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the Offices they hold or have held, their Town
and Country Addresses, Clubs, &c. Royal 8vo, cloth gilt, 50J.

Waller (S. E.).—Sebastiani's Secret. With o Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s.

Walton and Cotton's Complete Angler. With Memoirs and Notes
by Sir HARRIS NICOLAS, and 61 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth antique, 7J. 6d.

Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by William
M. ROSSETTI. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, hand-made paper and buckram, 6s.

Warden (Florence).—Joan, the Curate. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3*. 6d.
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Warman (Cy).—The Express Messenger, and other Tales of the
Rai l. Crown 8vo. cloth, y. 6d.

Warner (Charles Dudley).—A Roundabout Journey.' Crown 8vo,
cloth extra. 6s. ^

Wassermann (Lillias).—The Daffodils. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. bd.

Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures
and Seals. Printed on paper 22 in. by 14 in. is.

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen ol Scots. A Facsimile, including Queen Elizabeth's Signa-

ture and the Great Seal. is.

Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope.
By F. W. CORY. With Ten Illustrations. Crown 8vo, ij. ; cloth, is. 6d.

Werner (A.).—Chapenga's White Man. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d.

Westall (William) ."Novels by.
Trust Honey. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, is.

Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. each.
As a Man Sows.

I
A Red Bridal. | As Luck would have tt.

Her Ladyship's Secret.

A Woman Tempted Him
For Honour and Life.
Her Two Millions.
Two Pinches of Snuff.

Crown 8vo, cloth 3s. 6d. each.
The Phantom City.
Ralph Norbreck's Trust.
A Queer Race.
Red Ry Ylngton.

Nigel Fortescue
Ben Clough. |

Birch Dene.
The Old Factory.
Sons of Belial.
With the Red Eagle.

Roy of Roy's Court. With 6 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

Strange Crimes. (True Stories.) Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.

The Old Factory. Popular Edition. Medium 8vo, 6a'.

Westbury (Atha).—The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook: A Ro-
mance of Maoriland. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3J. 6d.

Whishaw (Fred.).—A Forbidden Name : A Story of the Court oi
Catherine the Great. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt top, 6s,

White (Gilbert).—The Natural History of Selborne. Post 8vo.
printed on laid paper and half-bound, gj.

Wilde (Lady). —The Ancient Legends, Mystic Charms, and
Superstitions of Ireland ; with Sketches of the Irish Past. Crown 8vo, cloth, y. 6d.

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by.
Science In Short Chapters. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fs. 6d.

A Simple Treatise on Heat. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, is. 6d.

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

A Vindication of Phrenology. With Portrait and 43 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 11s. 64.

Williamson (Mrs. F. H.).—A Child Widow. Post 8vo, bds., 2s.

Wills (C. J.), Novels by.
An Easy-going Fellow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. \ His Dead Past. Crown 8ro. cloth, 6s.

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by.
Chapters on Evolution. With 259 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, is. 6d.
Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-Book. Post 8ro, cloth limp, is. 6d.

Leisure-Time Studies. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Studies In Life and Sense. With 35 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth. 3s. 6d.

Common Accidents: How to Treat Them. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, it. ; cloth, ls.dd
Glimpses of Nature. With 35 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Winter (John Strange), Stories by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards,
is. each ; cloth limp, 3S. 6d. each. .

Cavalry Life. I Regimental Legends.
Cavalry Life and Regimental Legends. Library Edition, set in new type and hand-

somely bound. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35-. td.
A Soldiers Children. With 34 Illustrations by E. G. Thomson and E. STUART Hardy. Crown

8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Wissmanrrw (Hermann von). — My Second Journey ^through
Equatorial Africa. With 92 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, \6s. ®

Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post 8vo, boards, is. each.
The Passenger from Scotland Yard. I The Englishman of the Rue Cain.

Woolley (Celia Parker).—Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and The-
ology- Post 8yo, cloth. 2s. 6d.

Wright (Thomas, F.S.A.), Works by.
Caricature History of the Georges ; or, Annals of the House of Hanovey. Compiled from

Squibs. Broadsides, Window Pictures. Lampoons, and Pictorial Caricatures of the Time. With
oyer 300 Illustrations. Crown 8\ro, cloth, 3s. 6d.

History of Caricature and of the Grotesque In Art, Literature, Sculpture, and
Paintin g. Illustrated by F. W. FAIRHOLT. F.S.A. Crown 8yo. cloth, ys. 6d.

Wynman (Margaret).—My Flirtations. With 13 Illustrations by
J.BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Post 8vo, doth limp, is.
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Zola (Emile), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
The Fortune of the Rougons. Edited by Ernest A. Vizetelly.
Abbo Mouret'a Transgression. Edited by Ernest A. Vizetelly.
The Conquest of Plassans. Edited by Ernest a. vizetelly.
Germinal ; or, Master and Man. Edited by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY.
The Honour of the Army, and other Stories. Edited by ErnEiT A. Vizetelly, [Siterlly.
His Excellency (Eugene Rougon). With an Introduction by Ernest A. VIZETELLY.
The Dram-Shop (LTAssommoir). With Introduction by E. A. Vizetelly.
The Fat and the Thin. Translated by Ernest A. VIZETELLY.
Money. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY.
The Downfall. Translated by E. A. Vizetelly.
The Dream. Translated by Eliza Chase. With Eight Illustrations by TEANNIOT.
Doctor Pascal. Translated by E. A. Vizetelly. With Portrait of the'Author.
t.ourdes. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY.
Rome. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY.
Paris. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY.
Fruitfulness (F^condit^). Translated and Edited, with an Introduction, by E. A. VIZETELLY.
Work. Translated by ERNEST A. Vizetelly.

With Zola in England. By Ernest A. Vizetelly. With Four Portraits. Crown 8vo, cloth , jr. 6*.

'ZZ' (L. Zangwill).—A Nineteenth Century Miracle. Cr.8vo.3s.6i.

SOME BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES.
*** For fuller cataloguing, see alphabetical arrangement, pp. 1-26.

The Mayfair Library. Post
Quips and Quiddities. By W. D. Adams.
The Agony Column of ' The Times.'
A Journey Round My Room. By X. UE M AISTRE.
Translated by HENRY ATTWELL

Poetical Ingenuities. By W. T. DOBSON.
The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec.
W. S. Gilbert's Plays. Three Series.

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour.
Animals and their Masters. By Sir A HELPS.
Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps.
Autocrat of Breakfast-Table. By O W. HOLMES.
Curiositiesof Criticism. By H. J. Jennings.
Pencil and Palette. By R. KEMPT.
Little Essays: from Lamb's Letters.
Forensic Anecdotes. By Jacob Larwood.

8vo, cloth limp, zs. 6d. per Volume.
Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob LARWOOD.
Ourselves. By E. LYNN LINTON.
Witch Stories. By E. LYNN LINTON.
Pastimes and Players. By R. Macgregor.
New Paul and Virginia. By W. H. MallocK.
Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H. C. Pennell.
Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By H. A. Page.
Puck on Pegasu3. By H. C. Pennell.
Pegasus Re-saddled. By H. C. Pennell.
Puniana. By Hon. HUGH ROWLEY.
More Puniana. By Hon. HUGH ROWLBY.
By Stream and Sea. By William Senior.
Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-Book. By Dr.
Andrew Wilson.

The Golden Library. Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. per Volume.
Songs for Sailors. By W. C. Bennett.
Lives of the Necromancers. By W. Godwin.
The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. By
Oliver Wendell Holmes.

Tale for a Chimney Corner. By Leigh Hunt.

Scenes of Country Life. By Edward Jesse.
La Mort d'Arthur : Selections from MALLORY.
The Poetical Works of Alexander Pope.
Diversions of the Echo Club. BAYARD TAYLOR.

Handy Novels. Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, is. 6d. each.
Dr. Palliser's Patient. By Grant Allen i Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. M.E.Coleridge.
Monte Carlo Stories. By JOAN Barrett. The Old Maid s Sweetheart. By A. ST. Aubyn.
Black Spirits and White. By R. A. Cram. | Modest Little Sara. By ALAN ST. Aubyn.

My Library. Printed on laid paper, post 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 2S. 6rf. each.
The Journal of Maurice de Guerin.
The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb.
Citation and Examination of William Shakspeare.
By W. S. Landor.

Christie Johnstone. By Charles Reade.
Peg Woflington. By Charles Reade.

The Pocket Library. Post 8vo, pn
Gastronomy. By Brillat-Savarin.
Robinson Crusoe. Illustrated by G. CRUIKSHANK
Autocrat of the Breakfast Table and The Professor
at the Breakfast-Table. By O. W. Holmes.

Provincial Letters of Blaise Pascal.
Whims and Oddities. By THOMAS Hood.
Leigh Hunt's Essays. Edited by E. OLLIER.
The Barber's Ohair. By DOUGLAS Jerrold.

nted on laid paper and hf.-bd., 2s. each.
The Essays of Elia. By Charles Lamb.
Anecdotes of the Clergy. By Jacob Larwocd.
The Epicurean, &c. By Thomas Moore.
Plays by RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN.
Gullivers Travels, &c. By Dean Swift.
Thomson's Seasons. Illustrated.

White's Natural History of Selborne.

POPULAR SIXPENNY NOVELS.
The Orange Girl. By Walter Besant.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. By Walter

besant. fand James Rice.
The Golden Butterfly. By Walter Besant
The Deemster. Bv Hall Caine.
The Shadow of a Crime. By HALL Caine.
A Son of Hagar. By Hall Caine.
Antonina. By Wilkie Collins.
The Moonstone. By Wilkie Collins.
The Woman in White. Bv Wilkie Collins.
The Dead Secret. By Wilkie Collins.
The New Magdalen. By wilkie Collins.

Held in Bondage. By OUIDA.
Moths. By OUIDA.
Under Two Flag3. By OUIDA
Puck. By OUIDA.
By Proxy. ByjAMES Payn.
PegWoffington: and Christie Johmtone. Ey

CHARLES READE. [READE.
The Cloister and the Hearth. By Charles
Never Too Late to Mtnd. By Charles Reade.
Hard Cash. Bv Charles Readb.
New Arabian Nights. By R. L. Stevenson.
The Old Factory. By William Westall.
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THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.
Library Editions of NovELS.ruany Illu

By Mrs. ALEXANDER
Valerie's Tate
A Life Interest.
liana s Choice.
By Woman's Wit.
The Cost of Her Pride.

By F. M. ALLEN.— Green as Grass.

By GRANT ALLEN.
Philistia.

I
Babylon. The Great Taboo.

Strange Stories

Barbara.
A Fight with Fate.
A Golden Autumn.
Mrs.Cricht on sCreclitor.

The Step-mother.

strated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
By Vv'ILKIE COLLI NS—continued.

For Maimie 3 Sake,
In all Shades.
The Beckoning Hand.
The Devil's Die.
This Mortal Coil.

The Tents of Shem.

Dumaresq's Daughter.
Duchess of Powysland.
Blood Royal.
I. Greet s Masterpiece.
The Scallywag.
At Market Value.
Under Sealed Orders.

By M. ANDERSON.— Othello's Occupation.

By EDWIN L. ARNOLD.
Phra the Phoenician. |

Constable of St. Nicholas.

By ROBERT BARR.
In a Steamer Chair. 1 A Woman Intervenes.

From Whose Bourne. I
Revenge I

By FRANK BARRETT.
Woman of IronBracelets
Fettered for Life.

The Harding Scandal
By ' BELLE.'— Vashtt and Esther.

By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE.

Under a Strange Mask.
A Missing Witness.
Was She Justified ?

Ready-MoneyMortiboy.
My Little Girl.

With Harp and Crown.
This Son of Vulcan.
The Golden Butterfly.
The Monks of Thelema.

By Celia's Arbour.
Chaplain of the Fleet.
The Seamy Side.
The Case of Mr. Lucraft.
In Trafalgar s Eay.
The Ten Years Tenant.

By Sir WALTER BESANT
All Sorts <fc Conditions. 1

Armorel of Lyonesse.

The Captains' Room.
All in a Garden Fair.
Dorothy Forster.
Uncle Jack.

I
Holy Rose

World Went Well Then.
Children of Gibeon.
Herr Paulus.
For Faith and Freedom
To Call Her Mine.
The Revolt of Man.
The Bell of St. Paul's.

By AMBROSE BIERCE
By HAROLD BINDLOSS.Ainslie's Ju-Ju,

By M. McD. BODKIN Dora Myrl.

By RAUL BOURQET.—A Living Lie.

By J. D. BRAYSHAW.—Slum Silhouettes

By ROBERT BUCHANAN

S.Katherine b bv Tower
Verbena Camellia, &c.
The Ivory Gate.
The Rebel Queen.
Dreams of Avarice.
In Deacon's Orders.
The Master Craftsman.
The City of Refuge.
A Fountain Sealed.
The Changeling.
The Charm.

In Midst of Life.

The Hew Abelard.
Matt.

I

Rachel Dene
Master of the Mine.
The Heir of Linne.
Woman and the Man.
Red and White Heather.
Lady Eilpatrick.

Shadow of the Sw»rd.
A Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
Martyrdom of Madeline
Love Me for Ever.
Annan Water.
Foxglove Manor.
The Charlatan.

R. W. CHAMBERS. -The King In Yellow.

By J. M. CHAPPLE.-The Minor Chord.

By HALL CAINE.
Shadow of a Crime. | Deemster.

|
Son of Hagar.

By AUSTIN CLARE.—By Rise of River.

By ANNE COATES.—Rie's Diary.

By MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Red Snltan.

I
The Burden of Isabel.

By MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS.
Blacksmith 4 Scholar. I You Play me False.

The Village Comedy.
I
Midnight to Midnight.

By WILKIE COLLINS.
Armadale, f

AfterDark.
No Name. |

Antonma
Basil.

I
Hide and Seek.

The Dead Secret.
Queen of Hearts.
My Miscellanies.

The Woman in White.
The Law and the Lady.
The Haunted Hotel.
rhe Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Mlas Finch.

Miss or Mrs. ?

The New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep.
The Two Destinies.
' I Say No.'
Little Novels.
The Fallen Leaves.

Jezebel's Daughter.
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science.
The Evil Genius.
The Legacy of Cain.
A Rogue's Life.
Blind Love.

M. J. COLQUHOUN.-Every Inch Soldier.

By E.H.COOPER.— Geoffory Hamilton.
By V. C. COTES.—Two Girls on a Barge.

By C. E. CRADDOCK.
The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains.
His Vanished Star.

By H. N. CRELLIN.
Romances of the Old Seraglio.

By MATT CRIM.
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel.

By S. R. CROCKETT and others.
Tales of Our Coast.

M.By B.
Diana Barrington.
Proper Pride.
A Family Likeness.
Pretty Miss Neville.
A Bird of Passage.
Mr. Jervis.
Village Tales.
Some One Else.

I

Jason.

CROKER.
The Real Lady Hilda.
Mariied or Single?
Two Masters.
In theKingdom of Kerry
Interference.
A Third Person,
Beyond the Pale.
Miss Balmaine's Past.

Infatuation.

By W. CYPLES.—Hearts of Gold.

By ALPHONSE DAUDET.
The Evangelist ; or, Port Salvation.

H. C. DAVIDSON Mr. Sadler's Daughters

By E. DAWSON Ihe Fountain of Youth.

By J. DE MILLE.—A Castle in Spain.

By J. LEITH DERWENT.
Our Lady of Tears.

I
Circe s Lovers.

By HARRY DE WINDT.
True Tales of Travel and Adventure.

By DICK DONOVAN
Tales of Terror.
Chronicles of Michael
Danevitch. [Detective.
Tyler Tatlock, Private

Man from Manchester.
Records of Vincent Trill

The Mystery cf
Jamaica Terrace.

Deacon Brcdie

By RICHARD DOWLING.
Old Corcoran's Monev.

By A. CONAN DOYLE.
The Firm of Girdlestone.

By S. JEANNETTE DUNCAN.
A Daughter of Today. I Vernon's Aunt.
By A. EDWARDES.—A Plaster Saint.

By G. S. EDWARDS.—Snazellcparilla.

By G. MANV1LLE FENN
Carsed by a Fortune.
The Case of Ailsa Gray
Commodore Junk.
The New Mistress.
Witness to the Deed.
The Tiger Lily.
The White Virgin.
Black Blood.
Double Cunning.
Bag of Diamonds. <tc.

A Fluttered Dovecote.
King of tne Castle
Master of Ceremonies.
Eve at the Wheel. &.:
The Man with a Shadow
One Maid s Mischief.
Story of Antony Grace.
This Man'3 Wife.
In Jeopardy. 'n'n;.
A Woman Worth Win-

By PERCY FITZGERALD. -Fatal Zero
By R. E. FRANCILLON

Ropes of Sand.
Jack Doyle s Daughter.

One by One.
A Dog and his Shadow.
A Real Queen.

By HAROLD FREDERIC.
Seth's Brother's Wife. I

The Lawton Girl.

By GILBERT GAUL.
ASti angc Manuscript Found in a Copper Cylinder

By PAUL GAULOT.—The Red Shiits.

By CHARLES GIBBON.
Robin Gray. I The Golden Shaft
Loving a Dream.

|
Tho Braes of Yarrow

Of High Dgree
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The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels—continued.

By E. GLANVILLE.
The tost Heiress. I The Golden Eock.
.Fair Colonist I Fosslcker | Tales from the Veld.

By E. J. GOODMAN.
The Fate of Herbert Wayne.

By Rev. S. BARING GOULD.
Bed Spider.

I
Eve.

CECIL GRIFFITH.-Corlnthia Marazion.

By A. CLAVERING GUNTER.
A Florida Enchantment.

By OWEN HALL.
The Track of a Storm. |

Jetsam.

By COSMO HAMILTON
Glamour of Impossible. |

Through a Keyhola.

By THOMAS HARDY.
tinder the Greenwood Tree.

By BRET HARTE
A Waif of the Plains

A Ward of the Golden
Gate. (Springs.

A Sappho of Green
Col. Starbottie's Client.

Busy. I
Sally Dows.

Eell Ringer of Angels.
Tales of Trail and Town

A Prot'gee of Jack
Hamlin s.

Clarence.
Barker's Luck.
Devil's Ford, [celsior.'

The Crusade of the ' Ex-
Three Partners.
Gabriel Conroy.

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE
Garth. I

Dust.
Elltce Qnentin.
Sebastian Strome.
Fortune s Fool.

Beatrix Randolph.
David Poindexter s Dis-
appearance.

Spectre of Camera.

By Sir A. HELPS.—Ivan de Biron.

By I. HENDERSON.—Agatha Page.
' By 0. A. HENTY.

Dorothy's Double. I
The Queen's Cup.

By HEADON HILL.
Zambra the Detective.

By JOHN HILL. The Common Ancestor.

By TIGHE HOPKINS.
'Twlxt Love and Duty. ] Nugents of Carriconna.

The Incomplete Adventurer.
VICTOR HUOO.-The Outlaw of Iceland.

FERGUS HUME.-Lfcdy from Nowhere.

By Mrs. HUNQERFORD.
A Maiden all Forlorn.
The Coming of Chloe.
Nora Creina.
An Anxious Moment.
April's Lady.
Peter's Wife.

|
Lovice.

A Mental Struggle.
Lady Verner's Flight.
The Red House Mystery
Tho Throe Graces.
Professor's Experiment.
A Point of Conscience.

By J

The Leaden Casket. I
Self-Condemned.

That Other Person.
I
Mrs. Juliet.

By C. J. CUTCL1FFE HYNE.
Honour of Thieves.

By R. ASHE KING—A Drawn Game.

By GEORGE LAMBERT.
The President of Boravia.

By EDMOND LEPELLETIER.
Madame Sans Gene.

By ADAM LlLBURN.'ATragedy in Marble
By HARRY LINDSAY.

Rhoda Roberts. | The Jacobite.

By HENRY W. LUCY. -Gideon Fleyce.

By E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball
Under which Lord?
'My Love!' | lone.
Paston Carew.
Bowing the Wind.
With a Silken Thread.
The World Well Lost.

By justin McCarthy

The Atonement of Learn
Dundas.

The Ona Too Many.
Dulcie Everton
Rebsl of the Family.
An Octave of Friends.

A Fair Saxon
Linley Rochford.
Dear Lady Disdain.
C&miola.
Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daughter.
Miss Misanthrope.

Donna Quixote.
Maid of Athens.
The Comet of a Season.
The Dictator.
Red Diamonds.
The Riddle Ring.
The Three Disgraces,

By JUSTIN H. MCCARTHY.
A London Legend.

I
The Royal Christopher

By GEOROE MACDONALD.
Heather and Snow.

I
Fhantastes.

W. H. MALLOCK The New Republic.

P. & V. MARGUERITTE.-The Disaster.

By L. T.
A Soldier of Fortune..
La an Iron Grip.
Dr. Rumsey's Patient.
The Voice oftheCharmer

An Adventuress.

By LEONARD MERRICK.
This Stage of Fools. | Cynthia.

By BERTRAA1 MITFORD.
The Gun Runner. I The King s Assegai.
LuckofGerardRidge'ey. I

Rensh. Fanning 'sQuest
By J. E. MUDDOCK.

Maid Marian and Robin Hood. | Golden Idol.

Basile the Jester.
I
Young Lochlnvar.

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY-

MEADE.
I On Brink of a Chasm.
I
The Siren.

I

The Way of a Woman.
A Son of Iahmael.

The Way ol the World.
BobMartin's Little Girl
Time's Revenges.
A Wasted Crime.
In Direst Peril.
Mount Despair.
A Capful 0' Nails.
Tales In Prose & Vers*
A Race for Millions.
This Little World.

A Life's Atonement
Joseph's Coat.
Coals of Fire.

Old Blazer's Hero.
Val Strange. I

Hearts.
A Model Father.
By the Gate of the Sea.

A Bit ofHuman Nature.
First Person Singular.
Cynic Fortune.

By MURRAY and HERMAN.
The Bishops' Bible. I Paul Jones's Alias.

One Traveller Returns. |

By HUME NISBET.-' Ball Dp I'

By W. E. NORRIS.
Saint Ann's. I

Billy Bel'.ew.

Miss Wentworth s Idea.

By G. OHNET.
A Weird Gift. | Love s Depths,

By Mrs. OLIPHANT.-The Sorceress.

By OU1DA
Held in Bondage.
Strathmore.

I
Chandos.

Under Two Flags.
Idalia. (Gage.
Cecil Castlemaine s

Tricotrin. | Puck.
Folle Farine.
A Dog of Flanders.
Paicarel. | Signa.
Princess Napraxine.
Two Wooden Shoes.

In a Winter City.
Friendship.
Moths.

I
Rnffino.

Plpistrello.
I

Ariadne.
A Village Commune.
Bimbi.

I
Wanda.

Frescoes. | Otlimar.
In Maremma.
Byrlln. I

Guilderoy.
Santa Barbara.
Two Offenders.

The Waters of Edera

By MARGARET A. PAUL.
Gentle and Simple.

By JAMES PAYN
The Talk of the Town.
Holiday Tasks.
For Cash 0?ly.
The Burnt Million.
The Word and the W11L
Sunny Stories.

A Trying Patient.
A Modern Dick Whit-

tington.

Lost Sir Massingberd.
A County Family.
Less Black than We're
Painted.

A Confidential Agent.
A Grape frsm a Thorn.
In Peril and Privation.
Mystery of Mlrbridge.
Walter s Word.
High Spirits. \By Proxy.

By WILL PAYNE Jerry the Dreamer.

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED.
Outlaw and Lawmaker. I Mrs. Tregaskiss.
Christina Chard. |

Nulma.
I
Madame Izan.

By E. C. PRICE.
Valentina. |

Foreigners. | Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.

By RICHARD PRYCE.
Miss Maxwell's Affections.

By Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL.
Weird Stories. I

A Rich Mans Daughter.

By AMELIE RIVES.
Barbara Dering. I

Meriel.

By F. W. ROBINSON.
The Hands of Justice.

| Woman in the Dark.
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The Piccadilly (3/6) Novels—continued.

By ALBERT ROSS. -A Sugar Princess.

By HERBERT RUSSELL. True Blue

By CHARLES READE
Peg Wotflngton ; and '

Christie Johnstone
Hard Cash. ' '

Cloister & the Hearth.
Never Too Late to Mend
The Course of True
Love ; and Single-
heart & Doubleface.

Autobiography of a
Thief; Jack of all

Trades ; A Hero and
a Martvr ; and The
Wandering Heir.

J

Griffith Gaunt.
Love Little. Love Long.
The Double Marriage.
Foul Play.
Put Y'rself in His Place

A Terrible Temptation.
A Simpleton.
A Woman Hater.
The Jilt. & otherStories

;

& Good Stories of Man.
A Perilous Secret.
Eeadiana ; and Bible
Characters.

RUNCIMAN Skippers and Shellbacks.

By W. CLARK RUSSELL.
Bound the Galley-Fire. | My Shipmate Louise.

In the Middle Watch.
On the Fo'ks'.e Head
A Voyage to the Cape.
Book for the Hammock.
Myateryof 'Ocean Star'
Jenny Marlowe.
An Ocean Tragedy.
A Tale of Two Tunnels

Alone onWideWide Sea.
The Phantom Death.
Is He the Man ?

Good Ship Mohock.
The Convict Ship.
Heart of Oak.
The Tale of the Ten.
The Last Entry.

The Death Ship

By DORA RUSSELL.-Driftof Fate.

BAYLE ST. JOHN.-A Levantine Family

By ADELINE SERGEANT.
Dr. Endicott s Experiment.
Under False Pretences.

By GEORGE R. SIMS
Dagonet Abroad.
Once Upon a Christmas
Time.

Without the Limelight.

Rogues and Vagabonds.
In London's Heart
Mary Jane Married.
The Small-part Lady.

By HAWLEY SMART.
Without Love or Licence.
The Master of Rathkelly.
Long Odds.

The Outsider.
Beatrice <fc Benedick.
A Racing Rubber.

By T. W. SPEIGHT.
A Minion of the Moon.
Secret Wyvern Towers.
The Doom of Siva.

A Secret of the Sea.
The Grey Monk.
The Master of Trenance
The Web of Fate.

,

The Strange Experiences of Mr. Verscnoyle.

By ALAN ST. AUBYN
A Fellow of Trinity.
The Junior Dean.
Matter of St. Benedict'
To his Own Master.
Gallantry Bower.
In Face of the World
Orchard Damerel.

By JOHN STAFFORD.

The Tremlett Diamonds.
The Wooing of Kay
A Tragic Honeymoon.
A Proctor's Wooing.
Fortune's Gate.
Bonnie Maggie Lauder.
Mary Unwin.

Doris and I.

By R. STEPHENS.—The Cruciform Mark.

R. A. STERNDALE.—The Afghan Knife.

R. L. STEVENSON.—The Suicide Club.

By FRANK STOCKTON.
The Young Master of Hyson Hall.

By SUNDOWNER. -Told by the Taffrall.

By ANNIE THOMAS.—The Sirens Web.

BERTHA THOMAS.—The Violin Player

By FRANCES E. TROLLOPE
Like Ships upon Sea. I Mabel's Progress.

Anne Furness. __—
By ANTHONY TROLLOPE.

The Way we Live Now. I Scarborough's Faml.y
Frau Frohmann. The Land Leaguers.

Marion Fay. _ ..__._. ,
By IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c.

Stories from Foreign Novelists.

By MARK TWAIN
Choice Works.
Library of Humour.
The Innocents Abroad.
Roughing It ; and The
Innocents at Home.

A Tramp Abroad.
TheAmericau Claimant.
Advenf.urcsTomSawyer
Tom Sawyer Abroad.
Toa Sawyer, Detective

Pudd'nhcad Wilson.
The Glided Age.
Prince and the Pauper.
Life on the Mississippi.

The Adventures of
Huckleberry Finn.

A Yankee at the Court
of King Arthur.

Stolen White Elephant
£1 000,000 Bank-note.

C. C. F.-TYTLER.—Mistress Judith.

By SARAH TYTLER.
WhatShe CameThrough , Mrs Carmlchael's God-

desses.
I
Lady Bell.

Rachel Lanjton
A Honeymoon's Eclipse.

A Young Dragon.

Buried Diamonds.
The Blackball Ghosts.
The Macdonald Lass.

Witch-Wife.
I

Sapphira

By ALLEN UPWARD.
The Queen against Owen.

By ALBERT D. VANDAM.
A Court Trageoy.

By E. A. VIZETELLY.-The Scorpion.

By F. WARDEN.—Joan, the Curate.

By CY WARMAN.-Express Messenger,

By A. WERNER.
Chapenga'a White Man.

By WILLIAM WESTALL
The Old Factory.
Red Ryvington.
Ralph Norbreck's T. ust
Trust-money
Sons of Belial.

Roy of Roy's Court.
With I he Red Eagle.

Strange Crimes (Tru«
Storiesl.

For Honour and Life

AWoman Tempted Him
Her Two Millions.
Two Pinches of Bnufl.

Nigel Foitescue.
Birch Dene.
The Phantom City.

A Queer Race.
BenC1

°lyATHA WESTI3URY.
The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook.

By C. J. WILLS.—An Easygoin? Fellow.

By JOHN STRANGE WINTER.
Cavalry Life ; and Regimental Legends.

A Soldier s Children.

By E. ZOLA.
The Fortune of the Rougons.
Abbe Mourets Transzres3ion.
The CoLquest of Piassans. |

Germinal.

The Honour of the Army.
The Downfall. I

His Excellency.

The Dream. I Money. I The Dram Shop.

Dr. Pascal. I
Lourdes. Rome. I Paris.

The Fat and the Thin. I
Fruitfulness. |

Work

By 'ZZ. '—A Nineteenth Century Miracle.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.
Pest 8vo, illustrated boards, «. each.

By ARTEMUS WARD
Artemus Ward Complete.

By Mrs. ALEXANDER.
Maid. Wife, or Widow 7 A Life Interest.

Biind Fate. Mona's Choice.

Valerie s Fate. By Woman's Wit.

By E. LESTER ARNOLD.
Phra tha Phoenician.

By GRANT ALLEN
Pliilistla.

I
Babylon

Strange Stories.

For Maimie's Sake.
In all Shades.
The Beckoning Hand.
The Devil's Die.

The Tents of Shem.
Tie Great Taboo.

Dumaresqs Daughter.
Duchess of Pjwysland.
Blood Royal. [piece.

Ivan Greets Master-
The Scallvwa".
Thi? Mortai OoiL
At Market Value
Unler Saaled Orders.
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Two-Shilling Novels—continued.

BY FRANK
Fettered for Life.
Little Lady Linton.
Between Life & Death.
Sin of Olga Zassoulich.
Folly Morrison.
Lieut. Barnabas.
Honest Davie.
A Prodigal's Progress.

BARRETT.
Found Guilty.
A Recoiling Vengeance.
For Love andHonour.
John Ford, &c.
Woman of Iron Brace'ts
The Hardin? Scandal.
A Missing Witness.

By FREDERICK BOYLE.
Camp Notes.

|
Chronicles of No-man's

Savage Life. Land.

By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE.
Ready-Money Mortiboy
My Little Girl.
With Harp and Crown.
This Son cf Vulcan.
The Golden Butterfly.
The Monks of Thelema.

By Cclia's Arbour.
Chaplain of the Fleet.
The Seamy Side.
The Case of Mr. Lucraft.
In Trafalgar's Bay.
The Ten Years' Tenant.

By Sir WALTER BESANT.
All Sorts and Condi-
tions of Men.

The Captains' Room.
All in a Garden Fair.
Dorothy Forster.
Uncle Jack.
The World Went Very
Well Then.

Children of Gibeon.
Herr Paulus.
For Faith and Freedom.
To Call Her Mine.
The Master Craftsman.

The Bell of St. Paul's.
The Holy Rose.
Armorel of Lyonesse.
S .Ka therine s by Tower
Verbena Camellia Ste-
phanotis.

The Ivory Gate.
The Rebel Queen.
Beyond the Dreams of
Avarice.

The Revolt of Man.
In Deacon's Orders.
The City of Refuge.

By AMBROSE BIERCE.
In the Midst of Life.

BY BRET HARTE.
Flip. | Maruja.
A Phyllis of the Sierra3.
A Waif of the Plains.
Ward of Golden Gate.

BUCHANAN.
The Martyrdom of Ma-

deline.
The New Abelard.
The Heir of Linne.
Woman and the Man.
Rachel Dene. | Matt.
Lady Kilpatrick.

Californlan Stories.
Gabriel Conroy.
Luck of Roaring Camp.
An Heiress of Red Dog.

By ROBERT
Shadow of the Sword.
A Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
Love Me for Ever.
Foxglove Manor.
The Master of the Mine.
Annan Water.

By BUCHANAN and MURRAY.
The Charlatan.

By HALL CAINE.
The Shadow of a Crime. I The Deemster.
A Son of Hagar.

By Commander CAMERON.
The Cruise cf the 'Black Prince.'

By HAYDEN CARRUTH.
The Adventures of Jones.

By AUSTIN CLARE.
For the Love of a Lass.

By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE.
Paul Ferroll.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

By MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Cure of Souls. | The Red Sultan.

By C. ALLSTON COLLINS.
The Bar Sinister.

By MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS.
Sweet Anne Page.
Transmigration.
From Midnight to Mid-

night.
A Fight with Fortune.

Sweet and Twenty.
The Village Comedy.
You Hay me False.
Biacksmith and Scholar
Frances.

By WILKI
Armadale.

| AfterDark.
No Name.
Antonina.
Basil.
Hide and Seek.
The Dead Secret.
Queen of Hearts.
Miss or Mrs. ?

Ths New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep.
The Law and the Lady
The Two Destinies.
The Haunted Hotel.
A Rogues Life.

E COLLINS.
My Miscellanies.
The Woman in White.
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch.
The Fallen Leaves.
Jezebel s Daughter.
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science.
'I Say No!'
The Evil Genius.
Little Novels.
Legacy of Cain.
Blind Love.

By M. J. COLQUHOUN.
Every Inch a Soldier.

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK.
The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains.

By MATT CRIM.
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel.

By B. M. CROKER.
Pretty Miss Neville.
Diana Barrington.
'To Let.'
A Bird of Passage.
Proper Pride.
A Family Likeness.
A Third Person.

Village Tales and Jungle
Tragedies.

Two Masters.
Mr. Jervis.
The Real Lady Hilda.
Married or Single ?
Interference.

In the Grip of the Law.
From Information Re-
ceived.

Tracked to Doom.
Link by Link
Suspicion Aroused.
Dark Deeds.
Riddles Read.

By ALPHONSE DAUDET.
The Evangelist ; or, Port Salvation.

By DICK DONOVAN.
The Man-Huutcr.
Tracked and Taken,
Caught at Last I

Wanted!
Who Poisoned Hetty
Duncan ?

Man from Manchester.
A Detective s Triumphs
The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace
The Chronicles of Michael Danevitch.

By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDES.
A Point of Honour. 1 Archie Lovell.

By EDWARD EGGLESTON.
Rosy.

By G. MANVILLE FENN.
The New Mistress. I The Tiger Lily.
Witness to the Deed. | The White Virgin.

By PERCY FITZGERALD.
Bella Donna. Second Mrs. Tillotson.
Never Forgotten. Seventy - five Brooke
Polly. Street.
Fatal Zero. The Lady of Brantome

By P. FITZGERALD and others.
Strange Secrets.

By R. E. FRANCILLON.
Olympia.
One by One.
A Real Queen.
Queen Cophetua.

King or Knave?
Romances of the Law.
Ropes of Sand.
A Dog and his Shadow

Bv HAROLD FREDERIC.
Seth's Brother's Wife. | The Lawton Girl.

Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE.
Pandurang Hari.

By GILBERT GAUL.
A Strange Manuscript.

By CHARLES GIBBON.
Robin Gray
Fancy Free.
For Lack of Gold.
What will World Say ?

In Love and War.
For the King.
La Pastures Green.
Queen of the Meadow.
A Heart's Problem.
The Dead Heart.

In Honour Bound.
Flower of the Forest.
The Braes of Yarrow.
The Golden Shaft.
Of High Degree.
By Mead and Stream.
Loving a Dream.
A Hard Knot.
Heart 8 De:ight.
Blood-Money.
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Two-Shilling Novels—continued.

By WILLIAM GILBERT.
JameE Duke.

By ERNEST GLANVILLE.
The Lost Heiress. I The Fossicker
A Fair Colonist.

By Rev. S. BARING GOULD.
Bed Spider. I Eve.

By ANDREW HALLIDAY.
Everyday Papers.

By THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Garth.
Ellice Quentin.
Fortune s Fool.
Miss Cadogna.
Sebastian Strome.
Dust.

Beatrix Randolph.
Love—or a Name.
David Poindexter's Dis-
appearance.

The Spectre of the
Camera.

By Sir ARTHUR HELPS.
Ivan de Eiron.

By G. A. HENTY.
Eujub the Juggler.

By HEADON HILL.
Zambra the Detective.

By JOHN HILL.
Treason Felony.

By Mrs. CASHEL HOEY.
The Lover s Creed.

By Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER.
The House of Eaby.

By Mrs. HUNGERFORD.
A Maiden all Forlorn.
In Durance Vile.
Marvel.
A Mental Struggle.
A Modern Circe.
April's Lady.
Peters Wife.

Lady Verner's Flight.
The Red-Eouse Mystery
The Three Graces.
Unsatisfactory Lover.
Lady Patty.
Nora Creina.
Professor's Experiment.

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT.
That Other Person. I The Leaden Casket.
Self-Condemned.

By MARK KERSHAW.
Colonial Facts and Fictions.

By R. ASHE KING.
A Drawn Game.
The Wearing of
Green.'

the
Passion's Slave.
Bell Barry.

By EDMOND LEPELLETIER
Madamo Sanz-Gene.

By JOHN LEYS.
The Lindsays.

By E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball.
The World Well Lost.
Under which Lord ?

Paston Carew.
' My Love I ' j.

lone.
With a Silken Thread.

By HENRY W. LUCY
Gideon Fleyce.

The Atonement of Learn
Dundas.

Rebel of the Family.
Sowing the Wind.
The One Too Many.
Dulcie Everton.

By justin McCarthy.
Dear Lady Disdain.
Waterdale Neighbours.
Mv Enemy's Daughter
A Fair Saxon.
Llnley Rochford.
Miss Misanthrope.
Camlola

Donna Quixote.
Maid of Athens.
The Comet of a Season
The Dictator.
Red Diamonds.
The Riddle Ring.

By HUGH MACCOLL.
Mr. Stranger's Sealed Packet.

By GEORGE MACDONALD.
Heather and Snow.

By AGNES MACDONELL.
Quaker Cousins.

By W. H. MALLOCK.
The New Republic.

By BRANDER MATTHEWS.
A Secret of the Sea.

By L. T. MEADE.
A Soldier of Fortune.

By LEONARD MERRICK.
The Man who was Good.

By JEAN MIDDLEMASS.
Touch and Go.

| Mr. Dorillion.

By Mrs. MOLESWORTH.
Hathercourt Rectory.

By J. E. MUDDOCK.
StoriesWeird and Won-

derful.
The Dead Man's Secret.

By D. CHRIST
A Model Father.
Joseph's Coat.
Coa's of Fire.
Val Strange.

|
Hearts.

Old Blazer's Hero.
The Way of the World
Cynic Fortune.
A Life's Atonement.
By the Gate of the Sea.

From the Bosom of the
Deep.

IE MURRAY.
A Bit of Human Natnre.
First Person Sinprulnr.
Bob Martin's LittleGirl.
Time's Revenges.
A Wasted Crime.
In Direst Peril.
Mount Despair.
A Capful 0' Nails

By MURRAY and HERMAN.
One Traveller Returns. I The Bishops' Bible.
Paul Jones's Alias.

By HUME NISBET.
• Bail Up I

'

I
Dr.Bernard St.Vincent.

By W. E. NORRIS.
Saint Ann's. | Billy Bellew.

By GEORGES OHNET.
Dr. Rameau. I A Weird Gift.

A Last Love.

By Mrs.
Whiteladies.
The Primrose Path.

OLIPHANT.
I The Greatest Heiress in

England.

By OUIDA.
Held in Bondage.
Strathmore.
Chandos.
Idalia.
Under Two Flags.
Cecil Castlemaine sGage
Tricotrin.
Puck.
Folle Farine.
A Dog of Flanders.
Pascarel.
Signa.
Princess Napraxine.
In a Winter City.
Ariadne.
Friendship.

Two Lit.Wooden Shoes.
Moths.
Bimbi.
Pipistrello.
A Village Commune.
Wanda.
Othniar
Frescoes.
In Maremma.
Guilderoy.
Ruffino.
Syriin.
Santa Barbara.
Two Offenders.
Ouidas Wisdom,
and Pathos.

Wit,

By MARGARET AGNES PAUL.
Gentle and Simple. <.

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED.
The Romance of a Station.
The Soul of Countess Adrian.
Outlaw and Lawmaker. | Mrs. Tregasklsi
Christina Chard.

|
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Two-Shilling Novels—continued.
By RICHARD PRYCE.

Miss Maxwell's Affections.

By JAMES PAYN.
Eentlnck's Tutor. ^
Murphy's Master.
A County Family.
At Her Mercy.
Cecil's Tryst.
The Clyffard3 of Clyffe.

The Foster Brothers.
Found Dead.
The Best of Husbands.
Walter's Word.
Halves.
Fallen Fortunes.
Humorous Stories.
£200 Reward.
A Marine Residence.
Mirk Abbey
By Proxy.
Under One Roof.
High Spirits.
Carlyons Tear.
From Exile.
For Cash Only.
Kit.
The Canon's Ward.

The Talk, of the Town.
Holiday Tasks.
A Perfect Treasure.
What He Cost Her.
A Confidential Agent.
Glow-worm Tales.
The Burnt Million.
Sunny Stories.
Lost Sir Massingberd.
A Woman's Vengeance.
The Family Scapegrace.
Gwendoline s Harvest.
Like Father, Like Son.
Married Beneath Him.
Not Wooed, but Won.
Le3s Black than Were
Painted.

Some Private Views.
A Grape from a Thorn.
The Mystery of Mir-
bridge.

The Word and the Will.

A Prince of the Blood.

A Trying Patient.

By CHARLES READE.
It is Never Too Late to
Mend.

Christie Johnstone.
The Double Marriage.
Put Yourself in His
Place

Love Me Little, Love
Me Long.

The Cloister and the
Hearth.

Course of True Love.
The Jilt.

The Autobiography of

a Thief.

By Mrs. J.

Weird Stories.

Fairy Water.
Her Mother's Darling.

The Prince of Wales's
Garden Party.

By F. \V.

Women are Strange.

The Hands of Justice

A Terrible Temptation.
Foul Play.
The Wandering Heir.

Hard Cash.
Singleheart and Double-

Good Stories of Man and
other Animals.

Peg Wofangtoa.
Griffith Gaunt.
A Perilous Secret.
A Simpleton.
Readiana.
A Woman-Hater.

H. RIDDELL.
The Uninhabited House.
The Mystery in Palace
Gardens.

The Nun's Curse.
Idle Tales.

ROBINSON.
I The Woman in the Dark

By W. CLARK RUSSELL.
Eound the Galley Fire.

On the Fo'k'sle Head.
In the Middle Watch.
A Voyage to the Cape.

A Book for the Ham-
mock.

The Mystery or the
Ocean Star."

The Romance of Jenny
Harlowe.

An Ocean Tragedy.
My Shipmate Louise.
Alone onWideWide Sea.
Good Ship ' Mohock.'
The Phantom Death.
Is He the Man ?
Heart of Oak.
The Convict Ship.
The Tale of the Ten.
The Last Entry.

By DORA RUSSELL.
A Country Sweetheart.

By GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.
Gaslight and Daylight.

By OEORGE R. SIMS.
The Ring o' Bells.

Mary Jane's Memoirs.
Mary Jane Married.
Tales of To day
Dramas of Life.

Tlnkletop'8 Crime.

My Two Wives.

Zeph.
Memoirs of a Landlady.
Scenes from the Show.
The 10 Commandments.
Dagonet Abroad.
Rogues and Vagabonds.

Back to Life.
The LoudwaterTragedy.
Burgo s Romance.
Quittance in Full.

A Husband from the Sea

ST. AUBYN.
Orchard Damerel.
In the Face of theWorld.
The Tremlett Diamonds.

By ARTHUR SKETCHLEY
A Match in the Dark.

By HAWLEY SA1ART.
Without Love or Licence. I The Plunger.
Beatrice and Benedick. Long Odds.
The Master of Rathkelly. |

By T. W. SPEIGHT.
The Mysteries of Heron
Dyke.

The Golden Hoop.
Hoodwinked.
Ey Devious Ways.

By ALAN
A Fellow of Trinity.
The Junior Dean.
Master of St.Benedict's
To His Own Master.

By R. A. STERNDALE.
The Afghan Knife.

By R. LOUIS STEVENSON.
New Arabian Nights.

By ROBERT 5URTEES.
Handley Cross.

By BERTHA THOMAS.
The Violin-Player.

By WALTER THORNBURY.
Tales for the Marines.

By T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE.
Diamond Cut Diamond.

By F. ELEANOR TROLLOPE.
Like Ships upon the I Anne Fnrness.

Sea. I
Mabel's Progress.

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
Frau Frohmann.
Marion Fay.
Kept in the Dark.
The Way We Live Now.
The Land-Leaguers.

The American Senator
Mr. Scarborough's
Family.

GoIdenLion of Qranper •

By MARK TWAIN.
A Pleasure Trip on the
Continent.

The Gilded Age.
Huckleberry Finn.
MarkTwain s Sketches.
Tom Sawyer.
A Tramp Abroad.

Stolen White Elephant.
Life on the Mississippi.
The Prince and the
Pauper.

A Yankee at the Court
of King Arthur.

£1,000,000 Bank. Note.

FRASER-TYTLER.

The Blackhall Ghosts
What SheCameThrough
Beauty and the Be»st.
Citoyenne Jaqueline.

By C. C.
Mistres3 Judith.

By SARAH TYTLER.
Bride's Pass 1

Lady Bell The Huguenot Family
Buried Diamonds.
St. Mungo's City.

Noblesse Oblige.

Disappeared.

By ALLEN UPWARD.
The Queen against Owen. |

Prince of Balklstan.

By WILLIAM WESTALL.
Trust-Money.

By Mrs. F. H. WILLIAMSON.
A Child Widow.

By J.

Cavalry Life.

By H
The Passenger from Scotland Yard
The Englishman of the Rue Cain.

S. WINTER.
| Regimental Legends.

F. WOOD.

Unwin Brothers, Printers, ij, Filgrim Street, London, E.C,
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